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INTEODUCTOEY NOTE. 

The following narrative was first published 
in Edinburgh, Scotland. The things it describes 
were realities, and its statements are authentic 
and trustworthy. 

At the time when it was written many of the 
relatives and friends of the ^mily of its interest- 
ing subject were living. A publication of their 
unnatural acts of cruelty, and studied severity 
towards her, for no crime but worshipping God 
aocordmg to the direction of the scriptures, and 
the dictates of her conscience, would have exposed 
^eni to scorn, and perhaps to personal reproach, 

I wherever they were identified, especially beyond 
the pale of the Papal communion. To avoid this 
result, and the infliction of any unnecessary pain 
on the parties offending, the writer chose to em- 
ploy fictitious, instead of the real names of the 
persons and places concerned. The benevolence, 
delicacy, and Christian character of such a course 
pannot fkil to be appreciated, and to commend 
Itself to those who desire the advancement of the 
^use of evangelical religion, rather than the hu- 
Jiiliation of an opponent. The narrative however, 
hy this means, loses none of its truthfulness, or 
^nthenticky, or moral power. All of its great &cts 
^ material details remain true to the originals. 
The narrative was first published in this coun- 

i try in 1839, in the Protestant Vindicator, in a 
^Hes of articles, and subsequently in a volume of 
^e present size by The American Protestant 
^ety, and it was carried by that Institution 
through several editions. 



The demand for such a work at this time has 
led The American and Foreign Christian Union tc 
prepare and offer to the public the present revisec 
edition, which it is hoped will be found acceptable 
A few alterations have been made in the text, bu 
they are merely verbal, not affecting the sense, ba 
designed to clear the passages, wherein they occur 
of ambiguity, or to conform them more strictl3 
to American usage. 

The style in which the work is written is flow 
ing and easy, and the facts and incidents folio V7 it 
such order, and are of such interest, that few whc 
begin it, it is believed, will cease to read till thej 
shall have read it through. To all, it has many 
points of interest. It discloses in a clear and af 
fecting manner the cruel and debasing nature and 
tendency of Popery in practical life — ^and the powei 
of divine grace in subduing and converting to Christ 
the most bigoted adherents of that ruinous sys- 
tem, and the most hardened in sin ; and also in sus- 
taining and consoling the believer in times of the 
greatest earthly triids. But to those Romanists 
who are just beginning to search for the true re- 
ligion, and know not where to go, or what to do 
to find it, or obtain relief from their distress, — and 
to those Protestants who desire to lead their Ro- 
man Catholic servants to the knowledge of th€ 
Truth, but know not how to do it, this volume 
will have special attractions. To such its varioui 
suggestions will doubtless be of incalculable be 
neflt, while all classes may read it with pleasure 
and profit. 

BOBEBT BaIBD, ) 

E. R Faibohild. f O"-'''*''"*^ ***"^ 



SARAH DOHERTY. 



CHAP. I. 

THE papist's creed. 

I would give the world to see the Pope. Fa 
thst Flanagan is nothing to him. His holiness 
his all power in heaven and on earth. God has 
appointed him his vice-gerent in the world, and 
given him the keys of the kingdom of heaven.— 
I have heard people say, that Saint Peter, who 
first got the keys, was once or twice guilty of ve- 
nial sin. But the Pope is infallible. Venerable 
man! He is merciful as God himself: his indul- 
gences and jubilees are to be had in everlasting 
remembrance. Millions of sorrowful hearts they 
have cheered, and saved thousands of souls from 
the pains of purgatory. But for the Pope, I 
know not well what would become of me. And 
oar dear good priest — all his power, to prescribe 
our cleansing penances, and grant our saving ab- 
solutions, is derived from his Holiness. 

Holy mother church ! thou standest on the 
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holy apostlo Saint Peter, and the gates of I 
shall not prevail against thee. Thou art infa 
ble as the Pope who presides over thee, and 
the God who redeemed thee. Salvation is wi 
in thee. Thou art the sole interpreter of Je 
vah's will. What thou approvest is saving tni 
what thou condemnest, is damnable heresy, 
to thy hands are given the holy Scriptures ; s 
thou art the only expositor of their meaning. 
Thy voice in expcrunding them, is sacred 
God's. All the church's canons, all her cerec 
iiies, all her decrees and councils, help me, ble 
ed Virgin Mary, to love as my own soul. 

The holy apostles, the saints, and Mary 1 
Mother of God, intercede for me with Jehovi 
What mother church does for me on earth, i 
Mother of Mercy and all the holy confessors, 
for me in heaven. They mercifully hear i 
prayers, and gain acceptance for them with (ji 
Their relics on earth have wrought many mi 
cles. The bones, the tombs, the names of ci 
onised saints, the very ground they trod on, a 
the scenes they hallowed by their presence, i 
healing to the body, and refreshing to the so 
A pilgrimage to their resting place is the road 
heaven. Happy the people who live near th 
graves and enjoy an access to their precious 
Ucs. 

Holy cross ! thou shewest me the crucified . 
SU8. The glorious Saviour, suiSering on the h 
looks from above the altar upon his worshippe 



he regards them when they kneel before him, 
and heeurs their prayers^ The sight of Him on 
the croflB is divine. For this, it becomes me to 
approach the altar with reverence, and bow my- 
self before him with humility. 

Poor heretics ! they cannot, as I do, eat the 
true body, drink the true blood, and swallow the 
as true divinity of Jesus Christ. In the consecra- 
ted wafer, I receive the incarnate Redeemer. It 
B my highest glory to take into my own body, 
and digest the divinity and the human nature of 
the Son of God. The mass is a most perfect 
sacrifice. I would rather die than want this 
healing sacrament. No smiting of my breast 
can be too sore, when beating out my sins, that 
are all gathered into the sacred cup, and lost in 
the real blood of God. From a disrespect of 
the hallowed wafer, from inattention to the 
sacred cup, from disregard of the true offering 
of Christ, in the lifting of the host, good Lord 
deliver me ! 

By penances, ave-marias, and pater-nosters, I 
am made pure from sin. Though my body 
sufier, it is yet my salvation to eat no animal 
food for months, to feed for weeks on but one 
meal a-day, to walk dozens of miles on peas, to 
expose for days my naked head to heavy rains 
amidst the gaze of spectators, to perform a pil- 
grimage to some holy well, to walk circuits over 
cutting stones upon my naked knees, or to do 
any other penance Father Flanagan commands. 
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By acts like these, and by saying scores or hun- 
dreds of ave-marias and pater-nosters, I can 
both make myself perfect, and shorten the time 
of a friend's suffering the pains of purgatory. 

Though I may occasionally sin^ the priest can 
forgive me. He has power to grant absolution 
from all iniquity. Heavy as are the charges he 
sometimes makes when I confess^ 1 would not 
for the world refuse what he demands, or in 
any way offend him. His power is immense, 
inferior to none but the Pope's. To offend him, 
would be to ruin my soul. He could in a mo- 
ment lay me under the curses of the church, and 
award me the fate of wretches guilty of mortal 
sin. Yet, with all his power, he is very mer- 
ciful Instead of money, when the poor have 
none to give, he willingly receives apparel, pro- 
vision, or any thing else they have. 

True Catholics are the only right people in 
the world. The cursed heretics, who speak evil 
of mother church, are worthy of damnation. 
It is not fit that such reptiles as they should live. 
Down with Orangemen and Brunswickers ! 
Down with evangelicals, with all the sects and 
parties of outcast heretics ! 



CHAP. 11. 

▲ TRUE SOMAN CATHOLIC. 

Such is the way in which Sarah Doherty 
would have expressed her helief. Slie was a 
true Roman Catholic, — an out-and-out subject 
of the Pope,— descended from Catholic parents, 
and a stout defender of the church's claims 
against all the heretics of her neighbourhood. 
She was a zealot, but no bigot. Her mind was 
stored with general knowledge, and free from the 
stupid ignorance with which bigotry is always 
united. It was from choice, and not from so- 
cial connexions, — from conviction, and not from 
prejudice, that Sarah was a papist. She knew 
Well what popery is, and had no despicable ac- 
quaintance with the systems which oppose it. 
The arguments she used to defend it were as 
good as any that can be advanced in its favour. 
She wanted, indeed, the Jesuitism and the power 
of appeal to the fathers, possessed by its public 
advocates ; ye she had what even protestants 
Would call a good education, and, in every re- 
spect, was entitled to a rank far above what be- 
longs to the great mass of her communion. 

But, in spite of sagacity and power of mind 
which might easily have detected the errors of 
her creed, Sarah talked and boasted away of the 
infallibility of mother church, and the saving ah- 
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jolutions of Father Flanagan. She could not, 
for the life of her, cherish for a moment the 
slightest doubt, that all enjoined and taught by 
the church was right and true. It was at b^ 
peril to read the Bible. The priest pro- 
nounced the reading of it, by any but the clergy, 
sinful. This was enough for Sarah : the priest'i 
word was law; and, in obedience to it, the 
Bible, and every good thing he forbade, was 
conscientiously abstained from. 

No one was more regularly at confessions. 
She felt, indeed, such reverence for her confes- 
sor, and had so great a dread of offending him, 
as made her often go with trembling. But still, 
when the confession-day arrived, Sarah was 
amongst the foremost to be in the box. She 
was too good a Catholic, to commit those sins 
against the church, which are invariably punish- 
ed with more severity than sins against God. 
It hence was seldom that she had a heavy 
penance prescribed. Yet she did not always 
escape a somewhat sore mortification. More 
than once she was sent home to live, during 
three weeks, on one poor meal a-day. Her con- 
stitution was not strongs and sensibly suffered by 
her fastings ; but she never repined. Her seal 
was purged from sin ; and the thought of this 
made penances appear a blessing. 

Sometimes, however, Father Flanagan mis- 
took his man. Hei^was often fool enough to en- 
join as a mortification, that she should, for a 
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lengthened periodf repeat nine Hail Marys every 
night* She liked nothing better. Such a 
penance ia no doubt a sore enough task to thou* 
sands of the lazy, raw fellows who pop down on 
their knees before a crucifix^ and look sleepily 
around them, while the Latin litany is read ; 
but it was just the thing for Sarah. She could 
have curtsied away long enough at the word 
Jesusy and said pater-nosters from morning till 
night* Any thing in the shape of bodily ser- 
vice or wilUworship, was exactly what her self- 
righteous mind relished. Merit was the bird 
she hawked for. Religiousness, perfection,— 
with the exception of a few sins now and then* 
which abstinence froon some dozen meals would 
effectually expiate^ — she had these already. It 
was libellous to suspect her heart corrupt. She 
knew it was in excellent order, and required no 
change. As to hell, or even purgatory, she had 
BO fear of them. All she wanted, was as much 
merit as the rites of the church and ave-marias 
could yield her^ that she might be exalted to as 
high a place in heaven as possible. 

This was the opinion of herself, Sarah gener- 
ally entertained. She was hence as happy as 
Popery could make her. Her days and nights 
passed on amidst comparative ease of mind, and 
freedom from anxious fear regarding the future. 
But her happiness was incomplete. It was more 
the stupor produced by opiates, than the placid 
'>vof a mind vigorous in ila aclmt^^vcA \^« 
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veiling in the pleasures of prosperous industry 
There were times at which sad forebodings over 
whelmed her. All-perfect as she was, and pos< 
scssing the merits, the rewards, the high hope: 
of a good Catholic, grim thoughts of death oc- 
casionally rose in her mind, like frightful spec- 
tres, beings of the nether world. She would 
sometimes think, ^ I may die suddenly, uncon 
fessed, without time to receive the holy sacra> 
ment of extreme unction." The thought ap< 
palled her. Yet, like a true daughter of the 
church, she always managed to make it bind hei 
more firmly to the faith of Popery, She musl 
just, she concluded, be more diligent in providing 
against all exigencies, by amassing the merit of 
works of supererogation, and bespeaking th( 
good graces of Father Flanagan. 

It is rather singular, that notwithstanding Sa 
rah's rigid and devoted attachment to evei^ 
other rite and doctrine of catholicity, she coul< 
never be convinced of the utility of holy water 
She spoke against it, and even ridiculed it to he 
confidents. Once, when under severe afilictior 
her mother procured a little from the priest t 
sprinkle her, Sarah laughed at her conduct, an 
cried it down as superstitious. Nor would sb 
sufier herself to be sprinkled. Neither threa' 
nor reasonings, could prevail with her. On th 
point, and on this point alone, she was, nobod 
could well tell why, a dissentient from the churc) 
To avoid suspicion, however, and from a fear c 
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being taken to task by the priest, sbe now and 
then took a dip of it, and crossed herself when 
entering the chapel. The crossing neutralized 
the nonsense of the holy water. Though she 
smiled at the idea of holiness in water, she 
looght salvation in tracing the form of the holy 
cross on her forehead. 

Sarah had a kind of blind affection for all the 
good subjects of his Holiness ; but those she 
was taught to view as heretics, she bitterly hated ; 
they seemed a race of beings quite dififerent 
&om that to which she belonged, — a sort of un- 
natural, unearthly, repulsive wretches, whom it 
was sinful to love, but virtuous to despise. It 
was polluting to enter their places of worship, 
and treachery to the church to give the remotest 
coimtenance to any acts or doctrines of their re- 
figion. She would not, with many of her creed, 
luLve felt herself free, perhaps, to be accessary to 
their death ; but there was no harm, — there was 
express duty, — in distressing them to the utmost, 
in the profession and propagation of their detes* 
table heresies. 

Sarah Doherty was, on the whole, a true.blu« 
catholic, and enjoyed an enviable share of her 
priest's approbation and attentions. Had she 
lived in better times, and in other circum- 
stances, and been disposed to occupy a place in 
Mme nunnery of fame, her name might have 
leached the ear's of the church's dignitaries, and 
ken honourably mentioned in the monkish re- 
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cords. She did not altogether escape distmctioii» 
as it was. By the little circle of catholics in 
her neighbourhood, she was respected as a model 
of goodness. Whenever any seemed in danger 
of defection, Sarah's character was pointed at, 
and her example enforced ; her punctual atten* 
dance at confessions and mass, — ^her reverence 
for her priest, — her abhorrence of heresy, — her 
warm respect for all the rites and dogmas of 
mother church. 



CHAP. HI. 

A PROTESTANT FAMILY. 

In a bye-street of Cork, in Ireland, lived the 
family of the O'Neills. O'NeiU himself, and 
two of his children, had been several years in 
the land of forgetfulness. His widow was left 
with two sons and three daughters, all, except 
the youngest of the latter, now arrived at their 
teens. Mrs O'Neill was a plain, sedate, think- 
ing, acting matron, who, with the help of a small 
jointure, had raised her family to the middle 
ranks of life, by her own industry. She had now, 
with her children, a competence in the world, 
and held a respectable place in society. 

Widow O'Neill was a protestant, and had at- 
tached herself to a little christian church be* 
longing to a denomination little known in Ire- 
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land. They are the kind of people, who, in 
England and Scotland, are usually styled Prim- 
itive Independents. Amongst them she was 
warmly esteemed, as a woman of devoted piety 
and fervent zeal, for the promotion of the Sa- 
viour's glory. The love they bore her, was re- 
turned. She clung to them as a little flock of 
the Lord's chosen, and preferred their fellowship 
to that of larger congregations, and sects more 
popular, because she supposed it to yield more 
abundant comfort, and real edification. 

The anxiety she felt from the first for the sal- 
vation of her offspring, was deepened by her 
widowhood. Her husband's death devolved the 
whole charge of them upon herself. But she re- 
lied on the favour of Him who is the widow's 
husband, and the orphan's stay, in hi§ holy ha- 
bitation* With a vigilance that never slept, and 
a perseverance that never tired, she watched 
over their best interests. She plied them night 
and day with the Bible's doctrines, of the utter 
depravity of the heart, and of redemption through 
the blood of Christ. What she taught, she ex- 
emplified. The saving truths uttered by her 
lips, she adorned and illustrated in her daily con- 
duct* Her earnest wish was not only to tell her 
children fully of the Saviour, but also to allure 
them to him, by diplaying the blessed fruits of 
peace and purity his gospel had produced in her- 
self. Nor did she t^ust to mere instruction and 
example. Many, many an hour when all the 
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household hut herself were fast asleep, did she 
spend in prayer for heavenly influence, to rendei 
her efibrts successful Like Jacob, she wrestled 
and prevailed ; her children were given her fori 
prey. She lived to see them walking in th( 
ways of the Lord, and members of the same 
little church as herself. 

Even from her widowhood, it was the mannei 
of this good woman, morning and evening, t( 
conduct family worship with her household.— 
She sang, read a portion of the Scriptures, am 
prayed ; the whole services she performed witl 
deep solemnity, and refreshing unction. Oftei 
was her heart so full, that she could not restraii 
tears, nor forbear commenting, with touchinj 
simplicity, on the portion of Scripture which oc 
curred inihe course of reading. 

Even alter her sons had grown to manhood 
and joined themselves to the Lord's people, Mrs 
O'Neill continued her old custom. Manly an 
pious as her sons became, she was not dispose 
to resign to them the oflice of presiding at th 
domestic altar. They would not indeed hav 
readily accepted it. She was viewed by thei 
as an experienced saint, and listened to with dc 
feience, in her sentiments on christian doctrin 
and experience. Every month and week, ever 
day in fact, she was manifestly growing in hoi 
attainments, and rising to higher impressivenes 
and savor in her religious addresses, both to Go 
and them. Their turning to the Lord, was nc 
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the least event which tended to raise her nearer 
to a patriarchal character. It was hence the 
wishf the choice^ the delight of all the house^ that 
3he should continue to preside as before in the 
morning and evening devotions. 

Widow O'Neill was not less exemplary in 
caring for the welfare of others, than in the dis- 
charge of domestic duties. She delighted in 
the discharge of works of benevolence. By en- 
gaging in these, as well as by her private worth, 
she obtained the friendship of not a few of the 
excellent of the earth. These were often found 
in her house. They assembled there at once to 
enjoy her christian fellowship, and to plan or ex- 
ecute schemes of usefulness. The conversations 
held when they met, were edifying, and such as 
became women professing godliness ; it did not 
need to be concealed. It was often uttered in 
the presence of the children, and tended not a 
little to confirm them in that faith which their 
mother's instructions had induced them to pro- 
fess. 

The house of the O'Neills was thus like an 
oasis in the wilderness. It was a spot of ver- 
dure amidst the sands and sterility around — a 
tittle handful of the salt of the earth, — a place 
where Jehovah's name was recorded. Its ' in- 
mates were happy. They were in favour with 
Grod and men. Their felicity was not a boiste- 
rous mirth. It was better : it was the calm, the 
boly, the dignified bliss, which forms a prelude 
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of the happiness of heaven. The love which 
accompanied it, was love for the truth's sakcr^ 
love springing from the felt enjoyment of the 
love of God. Happy are the people who are in 
such a case. 



CHAP. IV. 

A FAMILY OF CATHOLICS. 

It was in the neighbourhood of the O'Neill'Sf 
and in the same street, that Sarah Doherty re- 
sided. Her father and mother were alive, and 
had a son and two daughters besides herself. 
All lived together, except Matty the eldest, who 
had been married, and was now residing at 
Tralee. Father, mother, Sam, Jane, and Sarah, 
composed the family. The whole were rigid 
Catholics, though, in the strictness of her Po- 
pery, Sarah was evidently a pattern to the rest. 

Old Doherty was a crafty, crusty, crabbed, 
worldly-minded, dogged, old fellow ; who, even 
at the risk of being tried at next assizes, would 
not have cared to shoot a protestant any day. 
His wife was a simple, easy-minded mortal, who 
had adopted Popery because it came first to hand, 
and was in every thing as pliable as a willow, to 
the wishes of her husband. Sam* the son, par- 
took considerably of the character of his sister 
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Sarah, wbile Jane seemed a compound of the 
father's character and the mother's* As to that 
of the married daughter, she was her father 
through and through, inheriting all his splenetic 
touchiness, his dogged temper, and his envenom- 
ed antipathy to the heretics. 

A house composed of such materials, having 
nothing better than Popery to unite it, could not 
well be happy. They went, it is true, to mass 
together ; and all joined to extol Father Flana- 
gan to the skies. But the times were not few, 
at which old Doherty might have been seen 
passing through the room, raging at no one 
knew well what; Jane cooped up in a comer as 
gloomy and silent as sullenness itself; the 
mother smoking a pipe over the fire, with as 
much sang froid as if nothing were amiss ; and 
Sam and Sarah casting at each other an occa- 
sional glance, which seemed to say, «« What can 
the matter be?" 

There were seasons indeed at which the Do- 
berty family, notwithstanding their constitutional 
peculiarities may be said to have been happy ; — 
lappy, however, only as dogs are, when they 
)lug away an hour upon the kitchen hearth. — 
The oaly times, in fact, at which the Dohertys 
vere — ^in any tolerable sense of the word — 
lappy, were times when the old man was either 
omewhat groggish, or had to chuckle over some 
ixploit recently performed against the enemies 
»f his Holiness. The family seemed in general 
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as if they had lain in nettles, so restless we 
they, so fidgety, so dissatisfied with one anothc 
80 devotedly attentive each to the things of hii 
self. 

These people were in terms of friendship wi 
none but those of their own religious persuasio: 
The company of all else they avoided. Mr 
O'Neill, however, had succeeded in obtainii 
from them something like toleration, when, u: 
der any of their domestic afilictions, she vei 
tured to pay them a visit. This good woms 
felt it her duty not to confine her benevolei 
attentions to the household of faith, but to e: 
tend them to all. The Dohertys, like othe 
who had no claim to her notice on the score ( 
religion, shared in her good offices. When an 
of the family were confined by sickness, si 
went unasked to their house, did any little woi 
which might aid them in their distress, and ga^ 
presents of rare food, or dainties, or medicin 
preparations. 

At first she was scowled on, and almost drive 
by dry and sullen treatment, from the threshok 
but by her assiduous efforts for their welfare, ar 
the munificence of her presents, she soon gaiD( 
a kindlier reception. Though they hated hi 
roligion^ they had no objections to her purse^ 
greediness made them take from her what the 
were well enough able to have purchased f< 
themselves. Heretics, they thought, might I 
made use of to serve the purposes of the tn 
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»D8 of the church. Their property could not 
be better disposed of* than by being spent for 
their benefit. As to Mrs. O'Neilly in spite of her 
abominable eyangeUcalism, she was a good^ 
natared sort of creature, whose good graces it 
might be worth while bespeaking as a kind of 
inroad to her cash. She was the free money- 
giving person that suited the purposes of their 
avarice. A laugh at her generosity was quite 
innocent in her absence ; a rooted aversion to 
her religion was what became them as good ca- 
tholics ; yet a spice of courtly reception, when 

called on them, was a matter of commend. 

policy, in order to get from her a few of 
the gifls she was so lavish in bestowing. Whom 
did God think so worthy aspirants to her pro- 
perty as such straight forward admirers of Mary 
the mother of mercy? 



CHAP. V. 

A PAPIST AKONO PBOTESTANTS. 

From old Doherty's look-out upon Mrs. 
)'Neill's money, it was not altogether ungrate- 
'ul to him, that a message was sent early one 
Doming intimating the severe illness of one of 
ter daughters, and requesting the favour of Sa- 
ah'i kind offices for a day or two, till the dis- 
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tress might subside. The old man had obsemF 
that latterly Sarah was being insinuated into bl^ 
graces ; and he now hoped that a fair openiagr 
was afforded for her artfully to derive moA i 
gain from Mrs. O'Neill's generosity. 

Sarah, notwithstanding her popery, had noti! 
few engaging properties. She was smart nsi 
intelligent, and had a rather amiable dispositioi. 
, It often occurred to Mrs. O'Neill, — what a pity 
it was, that such a creature should be spell-bound 
with Catholic delusions. But she thought it im- 
prudent to make any direct attack upon her 
creed. She preferred waiting an opportunity in 
providence, of unfolding to her by degrees, both 
the pure gospel itself, and the happy influence 
of its truths upon the heart. This perhaps wtf 
a chief circumstance that weighed with her in 
soliciting Sarah's services in preference to those 
of any other. 

Sarah had never seen true religion till she 
went under Mrs. O'Neill's roof. Often had she 
heard of it, and tolerably well did she know its 
leading principles, but never till now did she 
properly see the thing itself She was disgusted, 
she was shocked, she felt sorry she had consent- 
ed to live even a few days with a family of 
heretics. The idea of family worship was so groa 
and outrageously anticatholic, as to raise her angei 
at its being so much as mentioned. She would 
rather have suffered torture than have given it 
ciumtenance. She was not, however^ proof 
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it curiosity. Influenced by thia» a strcMig 
f after two or three days, sprang up to be 
it for once. The singing, the reading of 
criptures, the direct address to Godf the ah- 
of reference to the Virgin, the omission 
) ceremony of crossing ; these, and other 
i in the service, seemcMd to Sarah so many 
ts and defiances given to all that men 
i hold sacred. Never had she been so 
med and determined a Catholic before, 
(tiring, she almost trembled at the conse- 
es of having been a party to such 
es, and resolved to be no longer under a 
iccursed by the Pope, and hastening on its 
ation by the impudence of its heretical 

8. 

3 hastened next morning to her father's, 
x)ked as if she had seen a ghost. Her 
was told in the true style of apparition 
tive. Somehow old Ddierty did not sym- 
le with her feelings as one might have ex- 
1. By some strange infieituataon, his zeal 
Homing against the enemies of Father 
gan, was cold and imperturbable. He had 
ubt, too powerful a lookout just now upon 
3'Neill's gifts and guineas to be so easily 
lal excited to execrations upon her heresy. 
) had been a proposal it seems but the da^^ 
\j that Sarah should be permanently en. 
with Mrs. O'Neill for a given term. The 
ion was no menial one, and promised to ac- 
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complish all Doherty's designs upon the widow'J 
little pcwtion. He was therefore not altogethei 
willing that the schemes he was forming shoald 
be blown up all at once. True papist as he was 
he could tamper with his creed a little to sub- 
serve the ends of his avarice. Sarah was the 
tool of his present plans, and was ordered to be 
obedient. Instead of seconding her pious in- 
tention to abandon forthwith all connection with 
the church's enemies, he proceeded to complete 
the arrangements Mrs. O'Neill had the foregoing 
day projected. Sarah was engaged to her 
heretical mistress, and was under the necessity 
of retiring to the house of domestic worship. 

Poor Sarah ! the worst of it was, that Mn. 
O'Neill requested, and almost commanded her, 
to attend worship in the family both evening 
and morning. This was worse than a commoa 
calamity — ^it was persecution. She would rather 
have wanted a meal a-day than have been con« 
deraned to hear the Bible read by a laic, a fe' 
male, a heretic — ^the Bible of the heretics too, 
and not the infallible Bible of the papists, th( 
perfect Douay version. She was too much of i 
wiseacre, however, for the widow. It was ii 
the power of Mrs. O'Neill to require her attend 
ance , but it was not in her power to make he 
listen. Sarah stopped her ears, and busih 
thought of something else, while the deadl] 
sin of reading Grod's word was being com 
mitted. 
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This device did very well for neutralising tho 
:bef horror of this part of the service ; but it could 
xi(.not protect her from the contamination of the 
n: .others. It was awfully blasphemous directly to 
912^. address God. It was almost mortal sin to pre- 
t*j serve a studied silence on the meditation of holy 
y b Saint Mary and the blessed apostles. It was 
ii terrible for heretics, lying under the curses of 
nit his Holiness, to presume to worship at all with- 
ile; out first being reconciled to mother church. 
3U Sarah suffered heroically during three or four 
ht days; but gradually became more wretched, 
sr both from her situation itself, and from the sure 
. penances the sins of it might lead the priest to 
b enjoin. Her fear was, that she might become 
tt partially identified with the heretical O'Neills, 
t' and have launched against her the church's 
E anathemas against apostates. She was miser- 
c able beyond endurance ; nor could she rest till 
h she had denounced all her mistress's practices to 
w Father Flanagan in confession, and asked his 
advice as to how she should act. 

He was at first as sour as vinegar ; but when 
he understood how unwillingly she had entered 
her situation, he spoke more softly. His in- 
. junction was, that always during family worship, 
• she should divert her attention, by repeating 
r within herself prayers to the saints; and that 
r every night while she continued with Mrs. 
1. 1 0*Neill, she should say fifty ave-marias. 

So merciful a treatment cheex^d \\\^ \\vva\ ^ 
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Sarahf and reconciled her more to her circum- 
stances. Her obedience to the priest was for a 
long while punctual and entire. It would have 
baffled her to tell what was either read, or saidt 
or sung, so completely djd the Virgin and the 
saints manage to absorb her thoughts. In de- 
fiance of the evangelicals, she was thus as tnie 
a Catholic as ever. 



CHAP. VI. 

THE INFLUENCE OF FBACTICAL RELIGION ON 

OTHERS. 

<< Hast thou not said, that thou wiliest not the 
death of the sinner? Art thou not the God 
who heareth prayer ? O then, let my cry be 
answered, thou God of mercy ; and my suppli- 
cations heard for the poor deluded youth con- 
nected with this family. Let thy bowels of 
compassion yearn over her soul. Convince her 
of the sad folly of depending for pardon and 
eternal glory, on any thing but the atonement 
and perfect righteousness of my glorious and 
divine Redeemer. Thine arm is not shortened 
that it cannot save. Her errors are not toe 
powerful to be overthrown by the power of thy 
truth ; speak but the word, and she shall be 
whole. Rend, Lord, thy heavens, and come 
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down ; pour down thy mighty Spirit upon her 
soul ; grant, God of . love, his influences to ren- 
der thy frail unworthy hand-maid instrumental 
in bringing this young wandering sheep to the 
fold of the good Shepherd. Thou knowest, Lord, 
I seek not her salvation for purposes of my own, 
but for the glory of thy blessed name. The 
work of her redemption must be wholly thine. 
O ! in abundant mercy, perform it, that a testi- 
mony may be raised among her kindred, to the 
praise of thy grace, and the destruction of their 
inglorious boasting. In rich and sovereign 
love raise her up, O Lord my God, as a monu- 
ment of thy power to save, and a witness against 
the woful errors which ruin such multitudes in 
this miserable land. O Lord hear; O Lord 
forgive ; O Lord hearken and do ; defer not for 
thine own sake, O my God ; for I present my 
supplications before thee, not for mine own 
righteousness, but for thy great mercies." 

Thus Sarah, after she had been about four or 
five weeks in her new situation, once overheard 
Mrs O'Neill praying about midnight in her own 
room. Having had occasion to go into a room 
adjoining Mrs O'Neill's, she was arrested by the 
sound of a broken solemn voice, speaking as if 
from the influence of impassioned grief; she 
threw the shoes from her feet, approached the 
widow's bed-room door, and listened. 

For a moment she was indignant to find her- 
self dragged into a heretic's prayers, and held up 
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as a child of fdljt and a Tictim of delusion. 
Bat her feefings changed, as the praying widow 
proceeded. Her sobs, the feelings of heart 
which chequered and retarded her utterance, 
her tone of deep 'and solemn earnestness, the 
neryous importunity with which she wrestled, 
and the touching depreciation of herself, as frail 
and unworthy, deeply affected Sarah. The first 
thought that struck her, was, the vast difiereDce 
between the spirit of her mistress and her own. 
** Never,** thought she, " have I so acted to- 
ward her. Often have I prayed for her ruin, 
and joined in the church's curses upon heretics^ 
but she prays, and that too, with such astonish- 
ing interest and feeling, for my salvation.'* 
What she had witnessed, was a new thing in 
the earth, and it all concerned herself. 

On retiring to rest, Sarah could sleep but 
little. The greater part of the night was spent 
in ruminating on the pathetic prayer of her mis- 
tress. On thinking over it, its sentiments seem- 
ed to rise in their importance, and repeatedly 
drew from her the almost unconscious exclama- 
tion, << Such is not the manner of the Catho- 
lics." She felt reproved, that she had hitherto 
judged so harshly of Mrs O'Neill, and resolved 
to inspect the real principles of her religion. 
There seemed an air of serious earnestness over 
her prayer, which was quite incompatible with 
the foulness and the accursedness she had always 
supposed protestantism was possessed of. It 



was hence widi iiilier feeliiiga towvd the widow 
tliaB befofe* tliat die gave henelf up this night 
to deep. 

h the momiiigf when the fiunilr aesembled 
forwonhipt Suah Tentmed, for the fint time in 
her life, ^libeimtely to Tiokte the injunctions 
of Father Flnmgan, She said no prayers to the 
oints, but yielded her attention to the exercises. 
Mis O'Neill iiai^ned that morning to be in one 
of her happiest moods. The passage of Scrip- 
ture that came in course, was the twenty-third 
Psalm. It touched the widow's feelings while 
she read it ; and she felt as if compelled to com- 
nient apon it, at considerable length. 

The idea of a shepherd appeared to her more 
tender and instractive than it had ever done be- 
fore. She dwelt npon the grandeur in which it 
exhibits Christ's character as a Saviour. Our 
Wd's own statement in particular she quoted, 
^d urged on the family's consideration ; << I am 
the good shepherd ; the good shepherd giveth 
his life for the sheep." His atoning death, his 
surpassing 'love, the cleansing efficacy of bis 
hlood, the fulness of his salvation, and his ex- 
clusive power to save the lost, were the topics 
on which she insisted. But just when she ap- 
peared as if about to close, the idea occurred to 
her, so touchingly expressed by the prophet 
Isaiah : << We all like sheep have gone astray ; 
We have turned every one to his own way." 
Fixing her eyes steadily on her children, she 
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told them to view this as a description of them- 
selves. She charged them with being ^ilty in 
the sight of Heaven, and having hearts corrupt* 
ed and estranged from God. A mother's tender 
affection, she remarked, would not suffer her to 
conceal from them her deep conviction of the de« 
pravity of their nature, and their need of being 
washed in the blood of the Lamb. How dread- 
ful, she exclaimed, would her pang of sorrow be, 
if she could think that she and even one of them 
should be separated for ever ! But this sorely 
agonising pang most certainly awaited her, 
should she be stretched on her death-bed, with- 
out seeing them all give evidence of being made 
new creatures in Christ Jesus. This was too 
much for either her feelings or theirs. Tears 
trickled down the cheeks of all, while they knelt 
down to prayer. 

Mrs. O'Neill's address, and especially the con- 
eluding part of it, heightened the impression 
Sarah Doherty had received the night before. 
She had no doubt herself, that the young 
O'Neills, from want of connexion with the 
church, were on the way to ruin. But that 
their mother should have thought so, this was a 
mystery she could not understand. Their 
wickedness too ! — ^why, they were the best 
young folks Sarah had ever known, and were 
great favourites with both strangers and their 
mother. True, they were the children of a 
heretic, and unless they became Catholics, 
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certainly perish. But as to what Mrs. 
Jl called their wickedness and depravity 
art, Sarah could not conceive what they 
;. The connexion, however, between a 
edge of these and salvation through the 
of Jesus, was what most attracted her B.U 
n. This was to her an altogether new 
9ind appeared to rout all the charges of 
ghteousness and hypocrisy she had been 
tomed to bring against the evangelicals, 
•m this time onward, Sarah watched more 
y the religious conduct of her mistress, 
sized every opportunity of over-hearing he^ 
rsations with the pious females who were 

habit of calling at her house. She kept a 
lookout upon the plans she and her asso- 
adopted, for doing good to the poor and 
wish to ascertain exactly how far the alle- 
1 was true, that these had all the destruc- 
r Popery for their object. When she dis- 
)d their disinterestedness, she was aston- 
It was a new thing to her, that numbers 
lales should club together for purposes of 
, and go from house to house, spending 
tubstance on the poor of every class, and 
religious persuasion. There was a love 
lother too, a delight in speaking of the 

of God, a solicitude for the welfare of 
, and many things else apparent in their 
ourse, which all combined to ripen the 
jshe began to cherish, in the correctness 
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of Father Flanagan's indiscriminate denuncia- 
tion against heretics. 

Scarcely a day passed, without affording 
some fresh occasion for the question she had 
often of late repeated to herself, *< Is it really 
possible that all these good people will be 
damned?" She was forced to compare their 
character with that of Catholics. Such com- 
parisons were frequent. She was alternately 
fretted, vexed, and staggered at their unfavour* 
able issue for her party. It was clear as a sun- 
beam, that no Papists in Cork could compare 
in temper, in benevolence, in general goodness, 
with the O'Neill's and their acquaintances. 
Such admirable domestic economy, such a sa- 
cred hallowing of the Sabbath, such abhorrence 
of lying and profanity, such amiable dispositions, 
such benevolent conduct to the poor, were not 
to be found but amongst themselves, and the 
people of the same religion. 

The solemnities of confession, and the mass, 
generally brought Sarah to her senses, after 
having thought favourably for a day or two of 
the heretics. The cure of her wavering, how- 
ever, was only temporary. The over-hearing 
of some new conversation, or the witnessing of 
some fresh act of the widow's disinterestedness, 
brought her speedily back to the hesitation slie 
felt in singing chorus to the mass-book's execra- 
tions of the Protestants. She had her chagrins 
indeed, her remorses, and self-reproach at the 
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sin of questioning a doctrine taught by the 
Pope, and believed by his good subjects. Yet 
it was a sin she could not help repeating ; and 
it was one she could very easily conceal in her 
confessions. She had long laughed with im- 
punity at the nonsense of holy water, and been 
a most perfect Catholic notwithstanding. The . 
damnation of all heretics was a point she might 
question too, and be still all that Popery or the 
priest could well require. She was conse- 
quently not so uneasy under the consciousness 
of her little defection from one of the dogmas 
of the faithy as a person at first thought might 
iuive supposed. 



CHAP. VII. 

DISCOVERT OF POPISH DECEPTION. 

Nearly two months were spent by Sarah in 
this improving state of feeling to the heretics. 
At the end of that period, she got into a settled 
belief that they could be saved, and that Mrs. 
O'Neill and her companions were really good 
people^ and in favour with God. But how cnnie 
it that any could be saved, whom the church 
declared accursed ? This was a question whicli 
M to some thought, and in no small degree puz- 
' I her, * Yet another occurred to her which 
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WHS even more perplexing : How did it happen 
that strangers to innss, confession, penanceSi 
and every other rite of the true faith, had any 
religion at all; and of what materials could 
their religion be composed ? This was a very del- 
icate question, and wonderfully excited Sarah's 
curiosity. She thought over it day after day, 
and when completely nonplussed by it, was 
fretted at being prohibited the reading of any 
books which might explain it. 

The Bible had never been a tempting book 
till now. She knew well, from the frequency 
with which it was in Mrs. O'Neill's hands, that 
this was either the whole source of her religioDt 
or contained some statements of its principles; 
She was even sinful enough, once or twice, to 
suspect that this might be the reason why 
Father Flanagan so strictly forbade its being 
read. The suspicion was, no doubt, most in- 
iquitous, and cost her two or three ave-mariasby 
way of penance ; but still she could not avoid 
its rising in her mind. Whenever she saw a 
Bible, she gazed at it with very great astonish- 
ment. What a grievous pity, she thought, that 
in the land of Catholics such a means of gratify- 
ing curiosity was not permitted to be touched. 

Now that the wish to read God's word had 
sprung up, the very prohibition of it tended to 
whet her appetite. Her heated imagination 
stored it with a great deal of curious information* 
Durst she but read it, she would understand 
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tmething about the unaccountable religion of 
te widow, and get at the valuable secrets 
ather Flanagan and his brother priests so care- 
illy kept to themselves, S?ie looked at it like 
've at the apple, greatly desiring, and uttering a 
istless wish for but a tasting of, what would 
)en her eyes, and make her so very wise. Sa- 
ih was overcome. She could contain herself 
) longer ; but, in the face of all consequences, 
lized the Bible and closeted herself to ran- 
ick its mines of hidden knowledge. 

She bad no Bible of her own, nor could she, 
ithout risk of discovery, read one during the 
ly. Her determination was to commit her 
)W sin in secret, and to confess it to neither 
)r mistress, her parents, Father Flanagan, or 
ly one else. To accomplish her purpose, she 
mcealed pieces of candle in her bed-room, emd, 
ter all the family were in bed, slipped down 
airs 'for a Bible of Mrs. O'Neill's, struck a 
rht, and began to read. It was often past 
idnight before she could commence, and more 
;an once she continued reading till five in the 
orning. To prevent all suspicion, she so 
ac^ her candle that no light might be reflect- 
l on the window of her apartment, or through 
le crevices of the door, and, before retiring to 
ist, quietly replaced the widow's Bible in the 
tuation she had found it. 

One cannot well conceive the impatience 
od avidity with which she entered on her new 
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work. The histories of the creation, the falli 
and the deluge, acted like so many^stimulairta 
to spur her on ; the characters of the^patriarchs 
pleased and delighted her , and she asked in her 
ignorance, whether these men were Catholics, or 
resembled the Evangelicals ; every successive 
chapter raised some new inquiry, prompted by 
either gratification or curiosity. She was rest- 
less, however ; and, as she advanced, became 
more impatient to reach the parts that described 
the Pope and Popery, and those that, by Mrs. 
O'Neill's so often reading them, she supposed to 
contain some account of her religion. 

It was in this state of mind that she arrived at 
the twentieth chapter of Exodus. On the night 
of a holiday, on which she had been paying her 
addresses, as usual, to the crucifix and Saint 
Peter. She read there these startling words: 
« Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven 
image, or any likeness of any thing that is in 
heaven above, or in the earth beneath, or that is 
in the water under the earth ; thou shalt not 
bow down thyself to them, nor serve them, for I, 
the Lord thy God, am a jealous God." 

Sarah was for a moment stupified. Had she 
read the passage correctly ? She read it again, 
and seemed to see an emphasis in the clause, 
** Thou shalt not bow down to them," Never 
she thought, had she heard words from even the 
heretics, which more pointedly condemned the 
practice and belief of Catholics. Was it really 
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tbe Biblet the word of God, she held in her 
hands ! It was. There must surely then be 
some sad mistake in the passage. She hastened 
down stairs to examine another Bible^ the pas- 
sage was the same. She tried another and 
another. In all, the words stared her in the 
face, — ** Thou shalt not bow down thyself to 
them, nor serve them." 

She returned to her bed-room, she could not 
well tell in what state of mind. But it was im- 
possible to let the Bible alone ; up she took it 
again, and examined anew the ominous passage. 
Her eye ran along the verses which follow it. 
They were the commandments. •* The com- 
mandments !" thought she, << sure I knew them 
well, and hear the priest repeat them every Sun- 
day at mass. But, as to these words between 
the first commandment and the second, I never 
heard of them in my life before. The secret 
was unsealed to her at once. She now saw, she 
imagined, why it was sinful to read the Scrip- 
tures; they exposed the trickery of the priest in 
keeping back the second commandment, and, to 
preserve the number, dividing the tenth into 
two. Here was a discovery, and an astounding 
one. It afforded sufficient scope to Sarah's con- 
jectares and speculations for one night. In the 
twentieth of Exodus she stuck fast, forgetful of 
all that went before it, and unable to proceed to 
what followed, till she should have seen the end 
of the strange discovery it had made her. 
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Without adverting to the folly of her conduct 
in its consequences, off she went next day to 
Father Flanagan. «* Your reverence," said she, 
« I am sorry to trouble you ; but I am in sad 
distress about a discovery I have just made. I 
have found out that the mass-book divides the 
tenth commandment into two, and that it leaves 
out the second which contains .'* 

" My stars ! girl, what do you say ? Where 
have you been ? Is your head turned ? Have 
the heretics been at you ? Tell me, girl, what 
you said about your discovery ?" 

This was rather too long a catechism to be 
comprehended all at once. Sarah was lost 
amidst the priest's crowd of hurried questions, 
and thrown into confusion by the wild tone in 
which he asked them. — «« Tell me, I say, girl, 
what it was you said about the second com- 
mandment, and the mass- book ?" 

*< Please your reverence, I said I had found 
out that the mass-book leaves out the second 
commandment, and that I am forbidden to bo^ 
down to images." 

« Who in the world put that heretical non- 
sense into your head?" 

« No one, your reverence, I found it out 
myself!" 

" Found it out yourself! Are you become a 
heretic, girl ? Have you been sinning against 
the church, by reading the Scriptures ! Is thif 
what you mean ? — ^speak out." 
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« Your reverence, I heard so many things m 
Mrs. O'Neill's about this and that in religion and 
the Bible, and I felt so curious to know — her-* 
that, your reverence, I began t o >■" 

« To read the Bible— Eh ? Is not that it ? 
Holy Saint Mary, avert the curse of this awful 
sin! I tell you, girl, you may be thankful you 
are not in Spain. Were you there, half an 
hour would see you safe and fast in the Inquisi- 
tion. GOf feed on one meal of water gruel a- 
day, during six weeks, and at your peril venture, 
if you dare, to lift the Bible again." 



CHAP. VIII. 

THE FORCE OF TRUTH. 

Sarah's treatment from the priest acted as 
father a damper upon her spirits. The secret 
she meant to have kept to herself, of stealing a 
look at the Scriptures, had been unwittingly let 
out, and laid her, as was to have been expected, 
under the denunciations of the church. Though 
startled by the discovery she had made, she still 
trembled, as formerly, at the angry voice of 
Father Flanagan, and was disposed to render 
him obedience. She, accordingly, abstained for 
i week or two from her heretical sin, and ma. 
aagedy with wonderful heroism, to subdue her 
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strong and daily desires to unfold anew ikf 
sacred page. 

She was too far gone in bibiicalism, however 
to be so permanently submissive to the priest at 
she had been before. Every day of her abstain- 
ing from the perusal of the Bible made her ap« 
petite for a new sip of it keener and more Gom- 
nianding. It became Egyptian bondage to be 
held in the priest's fetters. She could not betr 
it, and resolved to throw it off, as she had done 
before. The word of God was henoe taken up 
with even more than former avidity, though witli 
a determination of more carefully concealing the 
iniquity of the deed. 

On resuming her task, she pursued her former 
plan : She read straight forward. Many specu- 
lations rose in her mind while she plodded 
through the Pentateuch. Aaron and his rites 
were a sad stumbling-block in her way. There 
were many ceremonies, but all different from the 
Romish. Not a word occurred about crucifixes, 
holy water, the host, or any thing else that ii 
esteemed essential to popish worship. The ta- 
bernacle was a different sort of thing altogether 
from the chapel. Few, very few points of re- 
semblance could be found between the priests of 
Levi and the priests of Popery. Still there was 
the same magnificence in both, and the same 
subordination of inferior priests to the head of 
the hierarchy. What to make of aU this, poor 
Sarah could not tell. The books of Moses were 
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a perfect riddle ; and she left them in doubt and 
darkness. 

She got better on, howeverf as she ad- 
vanced. All was plain enough on to the pro- 
phets. Her only disappointment, — and it was a 
grievous one, — was, that no satisfactory account 
had as yet turned up of either Popery or the 
religion of Mrs. O'Neill. The latter, indeed, 
she thought she had partially discovered in the 
book of Psalms. But the account was by no 
iDeans so full or certain as she desired. 

It was in reading the prophets that a second 

arrest was placed on the feelings of Sarah,— one 

hardly less notable than what accompanied her 

discovery about the commandments. In Isaiah 

she read : ** 1 am the Lord ; that is my name ; 

and my glory will I not give to another, neither 

my praise to graven images." What comes 

now, thought she, of the blessed Virgin, and all 

the saints and holy apostles? They receive 

the honours of God, when we pray to them, and 

make them our trust. But these honours he 

will not give them. They are not, it seems, 

permitted to receive them. Of what use then, 

is it to give them glory ? To do it is, at best, 

useless, and may perhaps be sadly offensive to 

Jehovah. Does the church, in enjoining it, 

simply make fools of us ? Does she not play 

the same trick upon us here, that she does in 

commanding the worship of images, — graven 

images ? The Bible, through and through, I see. 
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eondemna them. While it says many and stitmg 
things against them, it does not contain a single 
syllable in their favour. The saints and theii 
pictures are both alike forbidden to be wof< 
shipped. God alone appears worthy of glory; 
yet the church says otherwise. She virtual)} 
teaches what God condemns ; and, after findiD| 
out this, am I still to give her all the reverence 
I have been accustomed to render her ? 

These were the kind of thoughts that oc- 
curred to Sarah during two hours serious medi 
tation. They were her midnight reflections oi 
the passage, ** My glory will I not give to ano 
ther, neither my praise to graven images ;" am 
they were aided, perhaps, by the nervous relax 
at ion brought on by a day's hard labour, am 
the poverty of a fortnight's diet. 

Only one night after, Sarah read : «« Is i 
such a fast that I have chosen, a day for a ma 
to afflict his soul ? Is it to bow down his hea 
as a bulrush, and to spread sackcloth and ashi 
under him ? Wilt thou call this a fast, and a 
acceptable day to the Lord ? Is not this tl 
fast that I have chosen, — to loose the band ( 
wickedness, to undo the heavy burdens, and 
let the oppressed go free, and that ye bres 
every yoke ? Is it not to deal thy bread to tl 
hungry, and that thou bring the poor that a 
cast out, to thy house ; when thou seest tl 
naked, that thou cover him ; and that thou hi( 
not thyself from thine own flesh ?" 
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le were words that told. In the very act 
ingy Sarah was faint and languid from 
of nourishment. She had obeyed the 
and was doing penance for having dis- 
i that Popery destroys the second com. 
lent. Her soul was afflicted with a wit- 
.nd her head bowed down; for» since her 
ew with Father Flanagan, she had taken 
ae poor meal a-day. It was therefore not 
it something like proud revenge upon his 
y, that she saw such a fast to be forbid- 
the Bible, and for a moment determined 
^ise both it and all the other mortifications 
jd once believed to be so virtuous. For 
it half an hour, she was a furious enemy 
ery ; and had Father Flanagan then been 
her reach, she might have made him 
under the wrath and retaliation of an 
ongue. In the ferment of her feelings, 
'got all reverence for him, and was in- 
to load him with all the charges of vile, 
md hypocrisy she once heaped on the 
;elicals. *< Wilt thou call this a fast, and 
cep table day to the Lord ?" Ay, Father 
^an calls it so ; and, great deceiver that 
he says the Bible calls it so too. ^ Is not 
le fast that I have chosen, — to loose the 
of wickedness, to undo the heavy burdens, 
I let the oppressed go free, and to break 
yoke? Is it not to deal thy bread to the 
Yf and that thou bring the poor that are 
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cast out to thy house ; when thou aeest tlie 
naked, that thou cover him ; and that thou bide 
not thyself from thine own flesh ?" Yes ; aad 
this is the fast that poor Mrs. 0'Nt.ill keeps. 
She keeps it well, and daily, and with her whole 
heart. I see now how it is, that her religion is 
got from the Bible, and why that blessed book is 
kept from the people ; but I despise the priest 
and his penances both. This poor body of 
mine shall suffer no longer. To-morrow I shall 
have regular food like other people ; and, instead 
of giving money any more to Father Flanagan, 
I will save it for the poor, 

Sarah had more than once wondered at the 
low views Mrs. O'Neill and her party entertain- 
ed of human nature. Her wonder ceased, how- 
ever, when, in the course of her reading, it was 
told her, «< The heart is deceitful above all 
things, and desperately wicked ; who can know 
it ? I, the Lord, search the heart, and try the 
reins, even to give ev'ery man according to his 
ways, and according to the fruit of his doings." 
Here is more, she silently exclaimed, of Mrs. 
O'Neill's religion, and a knocker-down of ano- 
ther article of my belief. Reflecting on the 
language, there arose like a spectre to her view, 
a gloomy and appalling recollection of other 
texts of a similar character, which, at the time 
of reading them, had passed unnoticed. She 
searched for them, and found several. In Job, 
in the Psalms, in the book of Proverbs, Jere- 
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alanning doctrine was exhibited in a 
of sombre dressesy and stood before her, 
ng condemnation and death. 
K;i:«tful above aU things j*^ was a dreadful 
ion. She remembered having once been 
i at Mrs. O'Neill's having applied it to 
ildren» but thought she had used it un. 
tably, and in a passion. Not even the 
slicals did she ever suppose capable of 

uttering such a sweeping and awfully 
ming assertion. « Above all things /" 
n what a horrid state must the heart be ! 
itftd above all things I*' Then it is 
than the heart of even the devils. « And, 
Uely wicked! *» Wicked T « Desper^ 
icked !" 

wonder such language confounded the 
j1. As much as blazing light is opposed 
blackness of darkness, it stood opposed to 
> notions she had hitherto entertained. 

was now the bosusted merit of her pe- 
? where her goodness of heart ? where 
edom from the common sin she was wont 
r as exclusively in the heretics ? where 
illy, the doctrines of the church about 
orks, and power to perform them, and the 
nt hearts of all real Catholics? Alas! 
t Sarah, I find God searches the heart, 
mounces it so bad, that no one but him. 
ji know its feaj-ful wickedness. I have 
deceived, wofully blinded creature* and 
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in defiance of all my stupid penances, and all 
the priest's absolutions, 1 am at this hour as bad 
in heart as ever I thought the worst of heretics 
to be. 

It was with new feelings that Sarah perused 
the remaining parts of the Scriptures. Hitherto 
her great objects of inquiry were the Catholic 
religion, and the religion of Mrs. O'Neill. Now 
she sought more information on the doctrine of 
man's depravity, and something to calm her 
mind under the agitations the knowledge of it 
had produced. , 

Amidst her depression of spirit, and begun 
conviction of sin, she thought once or twice of 
going to the priest for absolution ; but her faith 
in both him and the church was too much 
shaken, to admit of looking to him with con- 
fidence. In the meantime, she determined to 
explore what remained of the divine word, and 
hoped that, having given her a new view of her 
character, it might also contain something to 
console, and reveal some more efficient way of 
destroying sin, than either absolution or penance. 

She re-read the portion of Jeremiah she bad 
passed, and went straight forward as before. 
Twice did she meet with the words, " They have 
healed also the hurt of the daughter of my 
people slightly, saying, Peace, peace, when there 
IS no peace." « They have!" her sorrowful 
heart echoed. « The church and the priest 
have said. Peace to me, when there is no peace." 
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) seek absolution became now out of the ques- 
»n. Kzekiely Daniel, all the prophets which 
llowy deepened the impression of depravity, 
id guilt, and utter ruin, first fastened on her 
ind by Jeremiah. On finishing the Old Tes. 
.ment, and reviewing it, all she had read 
iemed arraigned against her and Popery. Her 
istress and sense of guilt became intolerable, 
i^o attempt removing them by going to the 
iriest, would be a mere farce. How could she 
confess? Her malady was in the heart, and 
father Flanagan was as depraved as herself. 
Por her having persisted in reading God's word. 
He might indeed angrily send her back to prac- 
tise anew her nonsensical fasts ; but how could 
be save her from an overwhelming sense of sin 
before God ? No, no : confession, absolution, 
and all the rites of the church might say. Peace, 
peace; but she should continue miLAerable, — 
she should absolutely despair, unless s<ie found a 
salvation from the « desperate wickec a^ss of ^^ 
heart." 
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A FELLOW APOSTATE. 



On a Sabbath evening, Mrs. O'Neill, entirely 
ignorant of what was passing in Sarah's mind, 
put into her hands a copy of the well known 
tract, «< Andrew Dunn." She read its title^ 
" The History of Andrew Dunn, an Irish Ca. 
tholic." Here was something to excite curi- 
osity. She glanced at several pages, and saw 
Popery denounced, and the Scriptures quoted. 
Here was a fellow apostate from the faith. So 
struck was she, — so gratified,— -so impatiently 
anxious to know the particulars of Andrew^s > 
history, that she had nearly betrayed herself to '■ 
her mistress. 

Sarah thought it a long way to the top of the 
stair, so great was her impatience to devour the 
history of Andrew. She opened the book in a 
flutter, and began to read with breathless expec- 
tation. He was all she had been herself, only 
not so rigid a Catholic, and so well acquainted 
with popish doctrines. His doubts, — his diso- 
bedience to the priest, — his stolen reading of the 
Bible, — his convictions of sin, — his loss of con- 
fidence in absolution, — his distress of mind, were 
all the same. 

As the joy of an exile in meeting, for the 
first time, a countryman in the land of his cap* 
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tivity, such was the joy of Sarah in meeting 
with Andrew Dunn. The coincidences in his 
history and her own were remarkable. She was 
now what he had been at the outset of his 
career ; Oh ! that she were also what he became 
before its close ! He was happy, — ^he was 
holy, — he was gloriously delivered from all the 
distress under which he at first suffered ; but he 
completely and publicly renounced Popery : he 
became happy only when he declared himself an 
Evangelical. 

What then was the duty of Sarah ? She saw 
the agreement between the commencement of 
Andre w*s history and her own : Could there be 
a similar agreement between their close, only by 
her following his path, and declaring herself a 
runaway from mother church ? Was all the sad 
distress of mind that agonized her, to continue, 
and to go on increasing as it had done, unless 
she broke a lance with Father Flanagan ? 

These were important questions ; and they 
forced themselves upon Sarah, by her marking 
the connexion between Andrew's peace and Pro- 
testantism. Never till now, had the idea of 
abandoning the church, properly occurred to 
her. When seriously looked at, it damped and 
dismayed her. Father Flanagan, — his terrific 
voice when threatening with the thunders of the 
Pope, the church's curses upon heretics, her by- 
gone days of bigotted popery, all the prejudices 
and terrors of her youth, — rushed before her im* 
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a^ioatioB, siid made the most distant thought 
ot" apoatacT appemr for a mocneiit terrible. Bat 
a little reflectioa rallied her. She would not be 
the first apostate. Andrew Donn had gone be- 
fi>re her. He stood andismaved, happv and un* 
hurt, in the face of both Father Dominick and 
hu curses. Might she not fare as well as he, 
should she come into collision with Father 
Flanagan ? And her agonized heart ! All the 
anathemas of Poperv coold not make her worse 
than she was. Were she bat ensored of havtog 
peace in her conscience, of being made as happy 
as Andrew, the sooner she denounced the tram* 
pery of confeasions and penances, the better. 
There would be a struggle, in withstanding the 
attacks which might be made on her, but the 
issue might be glorious. 

Pursuing this line of thought, her mind was 
tranquillised, and became fit for calm reflection. 
About one in the morning, she lifted her Bible, 
compared it with Andrew's and Father Domin- 
ick's conversation. She tried to weigh the 
arguments of Andrew, and carefully examined 
tlic passages of scripture he quoted. The weak- 
ncss of the priest in reply was manifest, and 
forcibly reminded her of her own interview with 
Father Flanagan. Truth, she could not but feel, 
wiis on Andrew's side. The feelings which 
animated him in exposing mass, absolution, pur- 
gatory, and the other dogmas of Popery, were 
rtMnarkably similar to her own, when she dis- 
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ed the errors of penance^ of pnjing to the 
8, and of trustiiig in hnman merit. He 
)rled all he said by the word of God. While 
er Dominick advanced nothing in reply, 
assertions and threats. The efiect npon 
h's mind was irresistible. She felt it her 

to bow to the mind of €rod, so clearly re- 
)d, and to embrace truths recommended by 

abundance of the plainest evidence, 
liat struck her mind, perhaps, more than 

tiling else, were the denunciations she 
d the Bible itself to utter against Catho- 
Y* There she found, in turning up the pas- 
8 quoted in Andrew's conversation, and in 
notes of his historian. The second chapter 
le second epistle to the Thessalonians, told 
I a powerful force. That it referred to Po- 

there could not be a question ; and how 
il the description it gives of its spirit, its 
rines, its devotees ! How true its descrip- 

of herself; << God shall send them a strong 
sion, that they should believe a lie." She 
believed the horrid lie, that her heart was 
, and her penances meritorious. She had 
$ved in the power of the priest to absolve 
I sin. She had believed in the efficacy of 
mass to make her a favourite with God. 

had believed that the Virgin Mary could 
rer prayer, and save the soul. All this was 
ig delusion, with a vengeance ; for now bho 
herself poor, worthless, depraved, and un- 
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done» and doubted whether she could obtain 
mercy from even the infinitely compassioDate 
Jehovah. 

These were the conclusions to which Sarah 
came, before retiring to rest. The first hour 
after her awaking in the morning, was spent in 
reviewing them, and in reconsidering the evi* 
dence by which they were supported. During 
that whole day, indeed, and the two days follow- 
ing, the subject of renouncing popery, was up* 
permost in her thoughts. The result was such 
as might have been expected. She resolved 
that, for a time at least, she would go no more 
to either mass, or confession. 



CHAP. X. 

SIN AND SALVATION. 

The earnest investigation of the claims of 
Popery into which Sarah had been led by read- 
ing *« Andrew Dunn," formed a relaxing inter- 
ruption to the current of her troubled feeliugs. 
While so intensely occupied as she was, with ex- 
amining the principles of her old religion, her 
attention could not be so fully fixed as before 
upon the depressing views she had received of 
her depravity and condemnation. On deter- 
mining, however, to look elsewhere than to her 
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priest for salvation ; Ler thoughts returned with 
more than their former force to a consideration 
of her heart's pollution, and the godliness of her 
\>ast life. 

She re-read the passages that had produced 
ti sense of sin at first, and compared them with 
others of a similar nature, which she had found 
with the aid of Andrew. Dunn." All united to 
Kxcite her conviction of guilt to a degree ap- 
proaching to despair. To real sins she added 
numbers altogether imaginary. What might 
be included in the secret wickedness of her 
heart, she knew rot. Awakened, to a con- 
scioQsness of a thousand sins she had never 
dreamed of having committed; she was igno- 
rant how many more might yet be lying con- 
cealed and undiscovered. Her heart appeared 
to her as ** a cockatrice den," and a " syna- 
gogue of Satan." A long train of bygone in- 
iquities passed in array before her. Each 
transgression of the multitude seemed to threaten 
her wfth everlasting destruction. Her awful 
self-righteousness ; her daring impiety in having 
worshipped the creature rather than the Creator ; 
her pride and vanity, and vain-glorying ; the 
hatred she had borne to all out of the com- 
mamon of Rome, her impious trust for salvation 
in the imaginary merits of her penances ; the 
blasphemy of having made a Saviour of the 
priest; the wild and wicked imaginations of her 
heart ; her idle, rash, and unclean words ; the 
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deeds of darkneflB she had donet and the ww 
comipHoDS she had cherished. Oh, what 
agony the remembrance of such a host of t 
created ! The pain she suffered was as the i 
ment of scorpions. Is there no mercy for d 
she often cried in her anguish ; and as often 
desponding heart, and awaked conscience, i 
lenly answered, No! 

Ten long days Sarah lived in this misc 
At the end of that period, on the Sabbath f 
night after having read ** Andrew Dunn," i 
overheard Mrs. O'Neill eulogising to a fri< 

the character of the Rev. Mr. of L 

don, and saying that he was to preach t 
evening in Cork. From the way in which A 
O'Neill spoke of his knowledge of the gospel, 
usefulness, and his mode of preaching, Sa 
felt as if something within whispered, This g 
man is perhaps sent by God to show me a i? 
of deliverance from my awful condition. I 
had never been in a Protestant place of won 
in her life. But Popery had now become 
despicable to her, and her poor soul criec 
for mercy, that she cared not where she went 
she might only hear of the way of pardon, 
seven o'clock, therefore, she determined to si 
into some corner of the little mecting.housi 
which Mr. — — i— was to preach. 

Mr. — — 's manner is deeply impress! 
and his appeals to the conscience frequent \ 
powerful. He read for his text, our Lord's 
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leran saying to Nicodemus: ** Verily, verily, I 
say unto thee, except a man be born again, he 
cannot enter into the kingdom of heaven ;" and 
proposed to discuss from it, the necessity of the 
new birth, and its nature. The text startled 
Sarah, and made her breathless in attention, 
u What is this new birth ?" she almost whisper, 
ed aloud, and could have entreated the preacher 
to overlook every thing else, and answer the 
question, «> What is this new birth 7 for be it 
what it may, it is clearly the very thing I want." 
But before Sarah's question was answered, she 
was doomed to endure a sorer anguish than any 
she had yet suffered. The preacher, according 
to thjd plan he had proposed, discussed the ne- 
cessity of the new birth, before considering its 
nature ; and terrible was the effect his discussion 
of it produced upon Sarah. To prove his point, 
he showed, by an appeal to Scripture and obser. 
vation, that all men are by nature depraved, 
under curse, and wholly unable to do any thing 
good. He quoted the passages which had been 
instrumental in opening the eyes of Sarah, and 
added to them a number more of a similar de- 
scription. Having briefly explained them, and 
«hown how they bore on his position, he assumed 
a commanding attitude, and commenced an 
overpowering appeal to his hearers. Grief, 
compassion, and holy indignation, struggled like , 
warring elements in his solemn denunciations 
of men, as rebels against God, — ^rebels who had 
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sinned amidst the thunders of Jehovah's throne. 
Tears stood on the back-ground of his eye, yet 
he appeared to frown upon his feliow-sinners 
and himself. His subject armed him with au- 
thority ; and he stood for a time before his 
hearers like a man inspired. With the irresis. 
tible eloquence of true earnestness,— of a man 
who speaks as if the salvation of souls depended 
on his faithfulness, he probed the human heart 
to the bottom, exposed it in all its hideous de- 
formity, and flung it away from him as some- 
thing pestiferous and vile. His eye stood fixed ; 
and poor Sarah thought it was fixed on her. 
Oh ! the pang she endured, when, first gazing, 
as she thought, at her, and then pointing in an 
erect attitude to heaven, he uttered the conclud- 
ing sentence of his appeal : ** I protest before 
God, and the Lord Jesus Christ, that if vou die 
in your sins, unrenewed in heart, and uncon^ 
vinced of the solemn truths 1 have declared to 
you, you will at last be dragged before the judg- 
ment-seat of Jehovah, and there condemned to 
weeping, and wailing, and gnashing of teeth for 
ever." 

The preacher proceeded now to explain the 
nature of the new birth ; but Sarah was too 
much overcome by what she had already heard, 
to give him much attention. She heard an oc- 
casional sentence respecting a change of hearty 
the influences of the Holy Spirit, and the blood 
of Christ ; and, at the close of the service, she 
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vent home like a culprit who had received sen- 
tence of death returning to his cell. 

At family worship that evening, her appear- 
ance was one of alternate melancholy, abstrac- 
tion, and resigned despair. Mrs. O'Neill ob- 
served it, and was touched to the heart. She 
knew not its cause, but guessed, or rather hoped, 
it might be in part an awakened conscience. 
She had never before, in Sarah's presence, re- 
ferred particularly to her in prayer, but that 
evening she could not forbear. 

Her supplications for her were most solemn 
and tender. She wrestled with God, and 
mingled tears with her petitions. Her weeping 
sunk even into sobs, and drew tears of sympathy 
from her children. Sarah's own heart felt as if 
it would have broken, but she subdued her feel- 
ings till worship had closed. Her wish was to 
hare still retained her secret ; but she could not. 
Rising from her knees, she seemed almost con- 
vulsed with emotion, and fell back apparently 
powerless on her chair. Her grief was fast ap- 
proaching to absolute wildness ; and Mrs. O'Neill 
signified to her family to leave her and Sarah 
alone. 

Not a few were the efforts of Mrs. O'Neill, 
before she succeeded in reducing Sarah to com. 
parative tranquillity. Long before she had 
sufficiently calmed her, she was convinced she 
had conjectured rightly, that a deep sense of sin 
Was associated with her horror. She hencet 
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with all the tenderness she could command 
brought before her mind the glad tidings of 
salvation. It was then that Sarah, for the first 
time, disclosed her stolen perusals of the Biblci 
and the effects of them, and asked, with an 
earnestness as great, perhaps, as that of the 
jailor at Philippi, what she should do to be saved? 

Sarah did not need to be told, that by the 
deeds of the law she could not be justified. She 
felt that already ; her own heart told her she 
was too polluted to do any thing that might 
make her a fit object of divine mercy. AH 
Mrs. O'Neill required to do, was to explain to 
her the work of Christ. She told Sarah, that 
sinners, the chief of sinners, were the very per- 
sons Jesus saved, — that he came to seek and to 
save those who are lost, — that he bestows pardon 
and eternal life on all who believe in him, — that 
he bore in his own body, on the tree, the sins of 
the guilty, — that he confers salvation as a free 
gift, — that every one who believes, has his 
righteousness imputed to him, and is treated as 
though that righteousness were his own, — that 
to believe is simply to count true, or take for 
granted, the record God has given of his Son, — 
and, that nothing but his own unwillingness is 
a hindrance to the greatest sinner's being im- 
mediately pardoned and made happy. 

Each of these topics Mrs. O'Neill illustrated 
at considerable length, and afiectionately pressed 
on the close attention of Sarah. The conse* 
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[uences were happy. Sarah was greatly re* 
ieved in mind, and thought she then saw how 
t was she might be reconciled to God. After 
^Irs. O'Neill had prayed with her, she retired 
her room with more calmness of feeling than 
;he had had for weeks, and with perhaps more 
genuine peace than she had ever possessed in 
aer life. 

This evening was the beginning of days to 
Sarah. More than an hour of it she spent in 
free extemporaneous prayer. It seemed as if 
she were taught from on high. The view she 
had just received of God's mercy and the Sa- 
viour's glory, furnished her with words, and 
chastened excitement, and holy boldness. To 
pray without a form, was no difficulty. Her 
only loss was how to end, and how to grasp the 
crowd of adoring thoughts and inspiring feelings 
which poured upon her mind. O the happiness 
of that hour! But it was the mere foretaste of 
many happier ones that were to follow. <« Bles- 
Bed are the people that know the joyful sound ! 
they shall walk, O Lord, in the light of thy 
countenance ; in thy name shall they rejoice all 
the day; and in thy righteousness shall they be 
exalted." 
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CHAP. XI. 
A fathbb's cbvbltt. 

The rapidity of Sarah's growth in evangelica 
knowledge and devoted piety is almost incredible 
But she required it all ; soon and severely wen 
her new principles brought to the test. Self 
denial and the cross awaited her. She had in 
leave father and mother for the sake of Christ 

Only three days had elapsed since her visit tx 
the *^ cofwentidef^* when a surly message from be: 
father commanded her immediate attendance 
She conjectured its object ; and, after having im 
plored heavenly direction and support, went t( 
her parent in meekness and fear. Old Dohert] 
was shaking with anger ; pacing about the room 
and railing out execrations upon Protestantism 
and heretics, and Mrs. O'Neill, and Sarah, m\ 
every thing anti-catholic. He suddenly stopper 
on the appearance of his daughter, drew himsel 
up in an attitude of terrifying command, an* 
frowned upon her like a fury. His eyes had th 
glare of a demon's. Paleness and crimson seen 
ed to struggle which should have the chief plac 
on his countenance. His attitude, the heavin 
of his bosom, his swollen forehead, clenched fis 
and half.locked jaw, seemed almost apoplecti< 
and choked for a minute his utterance. 

Well was it for Sarah that the strength of h 
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prevented him from launching his in- 
urses the moment she appeared , for her 
imeanour, and the wan smile of her 
ce, spoke to his heart, and rebuked him 
itler feelings. He had not seen her 
r troubled mind found peace, and he 
I glance, that she looked lovelier and 
than before. A parent's pity moved 
Im, and whispered the duty of being less 
in he proposed. He eyed her still with 
ion ; but his eye lost something of its 
J fire, as it followed the composed and 
-looking creature sliding softly to a chair 
rther extremity of the apartment. 
Sail, you have given yourself to the 
d become an enemy to all good." 
ust not, my dear father; what makes 
so?" 

ve good grounds for saying so. Father 
1 tells me you have not been at confes« 
many weeks; and I have heard that 
) been at the heretics' conventicles." 
it you have heard, my dear father, is 
e ; but going to meeting, and stopping 
m confession, is not going to the devil ; 

r ! will you dare to say so t Does 

(hurch judge those guilty of mortal sin* 
not confess ?" 

: with me, dear father, when I entreat 
to utter any kind of oaths. Speak to 
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me calmly, and I will give you all the se 
tionlcan." 

« Preach not to me, child; I am your 
and have a right to speak to you as I ] 
If I use a rash word, the greater is your si 
provoke me to it by not going to confessic 

*( Indeed, father, I do go to confession, 
fess now more frequently, and, I trust, mo 
cerely also, than I used to do. But my < 
sions are made to God, who alone has po 
forgive sins ; and surely it is not going 
devil, to depend for mercy on the blessc 
deemer, rather than on a sinful fellow crei 

« Is it Father Flanagan you call a sinfu 
ture ? By the powers, Sally, you provol 
But is not your Methodist canter you 
hearing preach on Sunday evening, as si 
creature ascfa^ is ? ,- Don't I say right, Sal 
you were aAearing the wild Methodists ?" 

<( I went on Sabbath evening to hear tl 
pel of Jesus Christ. O, my dear fathe 
know not what you condemn, when you 
against what you call Methodism. I once 
it as much as you. But it has shown n 
peace and mercy may be had for my poor, 
soul, through the blood of God's beloved S 

"You are raving, Sally. What do you J 
Have you forgotten that salvation is hei 
by the church, and that all heretics y 
damned?" 

" None, I believe, can be saved out of tl 
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churca of Christ ; but that church is composed 
of all whose hearts are renewed by the Saviour's 
blood, no matter to what denomination they be- 
long." 

•«Is not, then, the holy Roman Catholic 
churchy the true church of Christ? Do you 
mean to deny that ?" 

«• I would rather not, if you please, answer 
that question ; yet, if you urge me, I am ready 
to tell what I think." 

M Yes, answer it ; for your very words, I 
fear, will prove that you have gone to the devil." 
« Well, my dear father, the word of God has 
convinced me, that though many Papists have 
been good men, yet the Roman Catholic church 
is not a true church of Christ, but a false and 
antichristian church. Do but hear me for 
a moment, and I will read to you from a New 
Testament I have in my pocket, some passages 
to prove this." 

«* No, you heretic and child of Satan, I will 
not hear you. You have said too much. You 
have polluted these walls, and disgraced this 
family, and spoken blasphemy against the holy 
church of God. You are my daughter no 
more. Henceforth you will be a curse and a 
vile thing in the world. Let Father Flanagan 
litter over you the terrible sentence of excom. 
munication and damnation ; I shall stand by and 
approve. Nay, child, though I am your father, 
I know not but it might be my duty to atone to 
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the church for the injury you have done it, by 
washing these hands in your blood. Foul apoe. 
tate that thou art! Did I think in my holy 
zeal against heretics, that one should spring np 
in the hosom of my own family ? But stay- 
poor wretch, I pity you ! Tou may be reclaimed. 
Was it not that adulterous limb of the defili 
Mrs. O'Neill, who taught you all the terrible 
heresies you have spoken ?" 

<( My dear father, they are not heresies ; nor 
was I taught them by Mrs. O'Neill. It Was 
God's own holy word which showed me those 
blessed truths about a Saviour, and the way of 
salvation, that I now believe." 

<* But will you not recant ? Tou are my 
daughter, and ought to obey me. If I then 
command you to recant, will you not be obe- 
dient ?" 

** I will obey you, my dear father, in any 
thing lawful, and delight in doing bo ; but in 
matters of conscience, I must obey God. I 
cannot give up the Scriptures, nor go to confes- 
sion, nor do carnal penances, nor observe any 
anti.christian rites, without denying my Sa- 
viour. Were I to seek absolution any more 
from man, I should reject my Lord as my only 
Priest and Mediator. Command me not in 
these things; for I must obey Grod in preference 
to even my father." 

<• I command you not, Miss Obstinacy. I 
shall compel you ; I will imprison, and starrei 
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and chasten you, till you recant. You have 
done with Mrs. O'Neill, and shall never see her 
more. Bread and water will be your support, 
and the garret your room, till Sunday. I will 
then drag you to mass, and get the priest to re- 
prove you before the whole congregation, unless 
you recant." 

So saying, he darted from the room, but re- 
turned in less than two minutes, with a rope in 
his hand* He lifted the candle, walked toward 
the door, and commanded Sarah to follow. She 
hesitated and trembled. With a voice of terror, 
he told her at her peril to refuse, and again 
ordered her with him, lest worse than he intend- 
ed might be done to her. At that moment she 
heard the voice of her sister in an adjoining 
room. *< Surely," thought she, <» if he purposes 
evil, Sophia will give an alarm; but God is 
with me, — I have nothing to fear." Courage 
was given her. Undisturbed by the mysterious 
appearance of the rope, and defying in spirit the 
power of her father's wrath, she rose and fol- 
lowed* 

Old Doherty led her to a garret that had been 
used by a former tenant as a private store. It 
was well bolted, cold, and dreary, resembling in 
the strength of its door, and in its general ap- 
pearance, the cell of a prison. When they had 
entered, Doherty locked the door behind them, 
and without uttering a syllable, began to knot 
and adjust the rope. His purpose was a mys- 
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tery ; but, if conjectured from his terrible looks, 
appeared almost to be one of blood* Sarah's 
heart palpitated, and she thought of shrieking 
an alarm. Yet she concluded it better to lift up 
her soul to God, and to wait the uncoyering of 
her father's design. It was a design of cruelty, 
but not of death. He threw his knotted rope 
round her waist, tied it firmly behind her, pinion- 
ed her arms, and sternly bade her fall down in a 
part of the garret he pointed out. Having ad- 
justed her position to his wish, he fastened her 
so closely to a post, that hardly any freedom 
was left her to move. ** Remain there," said 
he, '< and live on water, and a penny worth of 
bread a-day, till you abjure your heresies." 
And without waiting to know whether she 
would answer or remain silent, he departed the 
room, firmly securing the door, and depositing 
the key in his pocket. 



CHAP. XII 

RELEASE OF A PRISONER. 

Very differently was the night of Sarah's im- 
prisonment spent by herself and her father. To 
the former it was a night of enjoyment : to the 
latter a night of wretchedness. The poor girl 
was in bonds ; but like Paul and Peter, and 
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many a primitive believer, who suffered for the 
word of Godf she found imprisonment to be a 
blessing in disguise. She slept little, it is true ; 
but the cause of her sleeplessness, was joy, and 
fellowship with her Saviour. All she grieved 
for, was the lost state and sad character of her 
poor father. And her very pity for him gave 
an energy and unction to her midnight prayers 
that they else had wanted. Pained though she 
was by confinement to one attitude, and the un- 
easiness of her posture, the night nevertheless 
seemed short. If she repined at all, it was 
merely because the pinioning of her arms, and 
the want of light,* prevented her from reading 
her Bible. 

But her deluded father. — ^The storm of his 
angry passions, — the remorse of a guilty con- 
science, — the sullen disquietude of his family ; 
and above all, the recollection of Sarah's submis* 
sive, calm, and sweetly dignified conduct in the 
garret, rose like so many tormentors before his 
mind, and banished all peace from his heart. 
He too slept little. He tossed and turned in his 
bed, as if suffering intense bodily pain. 
His short intervals of repose were broken by sad 
scenes flitting across his imagination, and ended 
with alarming dreams about his cruelty to Sarah. 
Tet when he rose in the morning, he repented 
not ; he remained true to his persecuting pur- 
pose. 

Doherty's doings cost him a fright, however, 
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before he swalbwed his breakfast. His daughter 
had a friend in heaven, who failed not to raise 
up instruments for her deliverance. Her mis' 
tress, late in the former evening, sent to know 
why she had not returned. The repulse given 
to her messenger, and an angry message from 
Doherty, saying, that his daughter should return 
no more to the house of a heretic ; alarmed the 
widow for Sarah's safety. With no little trouble, 
and in a somewhat circuitous way, she ascer- 
tained the fact, though not the particulars of her 
being confined. Early in the morning she went 
to the house of Mr. Murphy, an eminent lawyert 
and a distant relative of her own, to ask his ad- 
vice and assistance in regard to her. Though 
not a pious man, he was humane, and cheerfully 
accompanied Mrs. O'Neill to the house of 
Doherty. 

They got him sitting down to breakfast, and 
as full of ill-nature as could be desired. His 
words were high. He commanded them to de- 
part from his threshold, and threatened violence 
if they disobeyed. But Mr. Murphy spoke a 
damper to him in a single sentence. As a law- 
yer employed by Mrs. O'Neill, he demanded his 
daaghter to be immediately delivered up to her 
mistress, and, under a severe penalty, dared him 
to remove her, till the period of her stipulated 
service should expire. And the better to awe 
the old fellow, he hung up a threatening before 
him, that if he should be obstinate, the public 
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utor might be induced to make him sweat 
i violence he had done her person, in forci- 
aking her prisoner, without legal cause. 
3 terror of the law had the due effect. Do- 
after having been convinced that Mrs. 
11 could demand Sarah till the term, pro- 
immediately to release her. He did so ; - 
d it with a grudge. His looks were those 
tiger, who has lost his prey; and they 
d to speak revenge at some future season, 
ving been thus interrupted, and for a time 
ted, in his determinations to persecute, 
words were spoken to Sarah, while he was 
act of releasing her, — words, that expressed 
[eh seemed threatened in his countenance > 



CHAP. xni. 

BENUNCIATION OF POPEBY. 

Doherty lost no time in informing Father 
ran, of the mournful change his daughter 
idergone. The priest had foreseen it, but 
3d the whole to the heretical influence of 
>'Neill. His opinion was, that till Sarah's 

of service had expired, it would be im« 
e to be severe with her; and that at the 
of it, a few threatenings would bring her 

senses. It grieved him, that her father 
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had been outwitted in his well-meani attempti 
to overawe her ; but as matters stood, he thooght 
a crafty gentleness the wisest treatment she 
could get. 

His opinion scarcely suited the fiery spirit of 
Doherty. The old wrathful, dogged man, con- 
ceived himself grievously disgraced by her de- 
fection, and felt the power her mistress had over 
her for three months to come, a sad eye-sore. 
Not a day passed without numberless curses 
upon the- old hag, who had defeated his pious in- 
tentions ; and, in spite of his virtuous zeal, con* 
tinued to deceive his daughter with her damna- 
ble heresies. Even the priest was looked at 
rather askance for his apparent coldness in 
the church's cause. What Flanagan called 
prudence and policy, was hardly consistent with 
the heat and decision of an apostle of his Holi- 
ness. . 

While grudges, and a purposed revenge were 
thus festering in the bosom of her father, Saraht 
during the three weeks that succeeded her es- 
cape from his cruelty, was meditating a formal 
renunciation of Popery to the priest, and fortify- 
ing her mind for the interview. She had ap- 
plied to be received as a member of the little In- 
dependent Church, with which her mistress wor- 
shipped, and thought, that before her case was 
decided by them, it was her duty regularly to ab- 
jure her former errors. 

Her interview with Flanagan was long. lie 
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had tlie mind, if not the oider of a Jesuit. At 
first he professed great ingenousness and can- 
dour, and promised that if she would state her 
reasons, and allow him to state his, either she 
would convert him or he would convert her. 

It was well that Sarah had prepared herself 
for the chance of such a reception. She carried 
a small Bible in her pocket, and had caxefully 
marked the passages she had found opposed to 
the various tenets of Popery. On being asked 
a reason for abandoning this doctrine and the 
next, she produced not one reason but several, 
and produced them in the language of God 
himself 

This was what the priest did not expect. He 
supposed her to have been led away by the mere 
cant of Mrs. O'Neill, and imagined that he would 
soon put her to silence. The array of texts she 
placed before him, therefore, dismayed and con- 
founded him. He attempted replies, but seemed 
like a child brandishing a straw. His skill and 
generalship forsook him in trying to explain away 
the Scriptures. He impugned the accuracy of the 
authorised translation ; but Sarah having asked 
to see a copy of the Douay version, showed that 
even it taught the same doctrine. He pleaded the 
church's prerogative as the only right interpreter 
of the Bible. But she answered, that the Scrip* 
tures themselves were able to make one wise to 
salvation. He argued that the unlearned could 
not possibly understand them; but she proved 
that Christ commanded them to be searched by 
all, poor and rich, learned and illiterate. He 
sheltered himself, "beneath the wings of the 
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fathers ;" but she rejoined, that no man on eartl 
should be called master. God and the Bibk 
alone being infallible authority in matters of 
religion. 

These were the heads of the conversation. 
Purgatory indeed, the supremacy of Peter, tran- 
substantiation, the worship of images, penances, 
confession, works of supererogation, and other 
doctrines of Popery, were glanced at. But 
Sarah's ready and apposite quotations from 
God's word, was so unwelcome and confounding 
to the priest, that he was glad to reduce the con- 
troversy he had provoked, to the mere prelimi- 
nary questions of the church's infallibility, and 
the inability of the unlearned to understand the 
Bible. His conscience whispered, that the un- 
assuming girl before him, was master of more 
argument than himself The word of God was 
a weapon rather too sharp : it cut and dismayed 
him; and he secretly cursed the hour when it 
found its way into the English language. 

But was ne convinced ? To be so was at his 
his peril It would have been perjury, a breach 
of one of the most solemn oaths a man can take. 
Why then did he promise, that if Sarah should 
have the best of the argument, he would confess 
himself beaten? He was a Jesuit, — a Jesuit we 
have said, if not in order at least in spirit. And 
he well knew how to suit his tone and his con- 
duct to a change of circumstances. Professions 
of ingenousness had failed him: affectation of 
candour had failed him: reasoning had failed 
him: appeals to the sense of Popish commen- 
tators, and the opinions of the fathers, had failed 
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Iiiin. What then must he do ? Do ? as all like 
him had done before ; terrify and threaten, and 
alarm, till he had duped his victim. It mattered 
not, that he had recommended crafty kindness as 
the best policy : his spirit was soured, his pride 
offended, the church insulted, at finding that 
Sarah was not the mere creature of designing 
cant he had imagened. She had turned out a 
systematic, settled, incorrigible, heretic, and re- 
quired all the thunders of the Vatican to be rolled 
around her ears. Oh! the choler, the reeling 
eyes, the blown cheeks, and demon look of the 
man, when elevating his hand, and assuming an 
attitude of mock almightiness. He swore by 
Mary and Peter, and all the saints in heaven, 
that he would roast his victim with the church's 
fire, and chain her down in the thick darkness of 
her anathemas, till she repented a thousand times 
over — and repented in vain — the mortal sin of 
abjuring allegiance to his Holiness. 

" But Sarah will you not save yourself from 
sirch an awful fate, by returning to the bosom 
of the church." said he, softening^ his tone, and 
trying to improve the intended effects of his ter- 
rible denunciations. 

" Sir, till I see with other eyes than I do now, 
I would sin against God and my own conscience, 
if I did not testify against the errors of the 
church of Rome." 

" But you are ruined and undone, an outcast 
from God, and a child of hell, if you do not re- 
turn to her communion." 

*' It is a man who tells me so ; and it is a small 
matter to be judged of man's judgment. He that 
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judgeth me is the Lord. I am satisfied in my 
own mind, that, by simply believing on the IjOkI 
Jesus Christ, I shall be saved through his blood; 
and that if I were any more to acknowledge the 
superstitious rites of your church, I would 
deny his gospel, and be unworthy of eternal 

" You speak strongly enough, do you know 
the consequences of what you have said ; and are 
you prepored to endure them? God^s frown, 
the church's wrath, hell and the company of de- 
vils, eternally await you. Do you know that? 
Are you ready for such punishment ? Can you 
bear it? Think a moment before you answer; 
for if you are obstinate this once, I will declare 
you beyond the reach of pardon ; and next Sun- 
day I will excommunicate and reprobate you in 
the presence of all." 

" Sir, I set the church's curses at defiance. 
My hope for eternal life is in the blood of Christ ; 
and, as I value the cleansing power of that blood, 
divine grace, I trust, will ever prevent me from 
countenancing again the awful errors of Popery. 
So do your worst. And, sir, as I may perhap 
never speak to you again on earth, I solemnly 
warn you, in the prospect of our standing before 
the judgment-seat of Christ, of all our works be- 
ing tried by fire, and of our everlasting fate being 
determined according to God's blessed word, 
which you strive to keep from poor deluded 
creatures ; — in that solemn j)rospect, I warn you 
of the awful guilt you incur in deceiving precious 
souls. You betray and ruin them. Jehovah 
declares that men can be saved only by the death 
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of Christ ; but you teach them that they will be 
saved by your worthless absolutions, by the 
saints' prayers, and their own penances. Sir, the 
Wood of souls is on you, and will be required at 
your hands. Woful will be your last reckoning 
with God, if you shake not off from yourself, and 
your poor deluded people, those gross errors which 
I now abjure." 

Sarah uttered this speech with a boldness and 
animation that astonished herself For a time it 
disarmed Father Flanagan. He stood in speech- 
less confusion, and saw the girl leaving the room, 
without his having the courage to say a syllable 
in reply. There was something in her looks 
ivhile she spoke, that gave a fearful power to her 
ivords. It seemed as if there was more of God 
han of man in the feelings that fired her. Never 
lad he been so spoken to in his life ; and the per- 
!on who stood before him with authority, and 
iddressed him in a tone so prophetic and super- 
mman, was — a female, an apostate, a heretic ! 

It was not until an hour or two after Sarah's 
leparture that the priest properly recovered his 
omposure. His lordly aenunciations of wrath 
ad been forgotten amidst the stupefaction and 
wonder her parting language had created. But 
bough discomposed and awed for awhile, he 
fterwards cursed himself for having been such a 
)oL It chagrined him, to think that he had been 
orsted by a silly woman, wkom it was his duty 
) have terrified, and, without ceremony, given 
>rmally over to the devil. He was piqued at 
le childish fear her impudent ravings had 
irown over him, and resolved to atone for it by 
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treating her as severly as the high powers he had 
received from the church would enable him. 

Sarah wished her abjuration of Popery to be 
public ; and public it was to her heart s content. 
On the Sabbath after she had been with the 
priest, he stood up before his congregation, to in- 
voke upon her their universal hatred and con- 
tempt ; with all the awing solemnity which tone, 
and attire, and gloomy ceremony can produce, lie 
held her up to the wrath of God, and the reproba- 
tion of men, and the laughter of demons. He 
pronounced her beyond the reach of mercy, and 
not obscurely hinted, that for good Catholics to 
harass and persecute her, would be highly meri- 
torious. 

The story of her excommunication flew rapidly 
through her neighbourhood, and was a subject of 
common talk in both Popish and Protestant cir- 
cles in Cork. It threw a notoriety over her cha- 
racter, and drew upon her the malignant gaze of 
one party, and the benevolent feelings of another. 
By the little church of Independents she was ten- 
derly received, as a poor reclaimed wanderer; 
and by all her former companions in delusion, 
she was avoided and execrated as a vile thing. 
Painful publicity was thus given to her abjura- 
tion ; but she bore it well, and prayed and hoped 
that it might lead some miserable dupes of 
Popery to the same reflection as herself. 
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CHAP. XIV. 



A OAZING-STOCK. 



In the epistle to the Hebrews, we read, that in 
he first ages of Christianity, converted Jews 
'ere sorely persecuted by their countrymen. 
Call to remembrance," says Paul to them, " the 
irmer days, in which, after ye were illuminated, 
9 endured a great fight of afflictions, partly 
hilst ye were made a gazing stock, both by re- 
roaches and afflictions, and partly whilst ye be- 
Line companions of them that were so used." 
Such a gazing stock was Sarah Doherty. No 
oner was she illuminated, and had declared it 
r renouncing her former darkness, than she he- 
me an object of scorn and ridicule and malice 

many Catholics, who had never heard her 
ime till her excommunication. 
A number of rougish boys, who had listened 
th depraved good-will to the foul aspersions 
rown upon her, in the current talk of the hour, 
't up an effigy of her, and, concealed by the 
rkness of the night, set fire to it late one 
ening, close to the house of her mistress, 
alloos of " burning Sally the heretic," attracted 
cb a mob, as had nearly brought the ring-leaders 
to the hands of the magistrates, and raised a 
igh among the papists of the neighbourhood 
at did not die away for weeks. 
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The burning of the effigy was a fine thing to 
chuckle oyer, and afforded abundant merriment 
to the persecutors of Sarah. It was even so 
important as to merit the patronage of the muses. 
Some wretched poetaster scribbled two or thiee 
doggerel verses, to keep it in remembrance, and 
to hold up poor Sarah to the increased laughter 
and reproach of her quondam associates in 
worship. The little poem, what a fine affair it 
was ! In spite of a general inability to read, it 
was handed about in manuscript from hand to 
hand, conned into the memory of many, and 
chanted in the dram-shop, and cabin, and harvest 
field, to the infinite satisfaction of not a few who 
even did not know " the black-hearted Hugunot" 
it referred to. 

Not the least active and virulent against Sa 
rah, was her father. Even her brother Sam had 
been roused to a determined antipathy, and joined 
old Doherty in heading her enemies. It can 
hardly be believed how furiously enraged they 
were at the monstrous disgrace she had brought 
on the family, and how resolved they were to wipe 
it off as well as they could, by being loudest m 
the cry, and sternest in the doings of persecution. 
Their conduct was diabolical. But for the laws 
of their country, and the overruling providence 
of God, none could tell whether they might not 
have even been guilty of her blood. 

They so spoke and acted, threatening such fear- 
ful things so soon as she should be in their power, 
as to make it imperative on her to keep beyond 
their reach. On the first Sabbath evening after 
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she was excommunicated, they waylaid her on 
the road to meeting. They were armed with 
bludgeons, intending, as her sister afterwards in- 
formed her, to have given her so severe a beating, 
as would have put it beyond her power, either to 
frequent the conventicle, or to be useful to her 
mistress till the period of her service had expired. 
A borrowed dress, and blackened faces, kept them 
from being recognised. She saw the men, out did 
not know them. They stood in a gate-way of a 
retired street through which she had to pass. On 
her approaching, they sallied forth ; and the fa- 
ther had already elevated his bludgeon, when the 
sudden appearance of three men from a neigh - 
bourii^ house alarmed him, and caused both to 
nm ofT 

Doherty invented the foulest calumnies upon 
his daughter, and swore to their truth. No won- 
der that public indignation was excited to a high 
pitch against her, when her own parent kindled 
and fanned it. He taught his companions to re- 
gard her as a kind of human demon, and urged 
them to assist him in dragging her under general 
execration. Small mobs assembled more than 
once before the house of her mistress, brought 
together, it was believed, chiefly by his instiga- 
tion. They shouted things that made the in- 
mates shudder and tremble for their safety. 
By pelting the windows, and beating the door, 
they gave them no little annoyance. And oncej 
while the door had been inadvertently left open, 
a large stone was thrown into the hall, aimed no 
doubt at Sarah, who was seen moving within 
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Not Mrs. O^Niell's house only, but also the little 
meeting-house of the Evangelicals, was assailed 
by the enemies of heresy. The burst of rage 
which was pouring its fury upon Sarah, was due 
to the conventiclers who had seduced her, as well 
as to herself. Nothing, it may be presumed, but 
the fear of the magistrate's sword, deterred the 
zealous persecutors from open acts of aggression 
and mischief. 

Amidst trials so great, — ^mockery, and slander, 
and continual exposure to bodily injury, — Sarah's 
mind was at peace. It had been given her " on 
the behalf of Christ, not only to oelieve in his 
name, but also to suffer for his sake." Her lot 
was that of many an eminent christian before 
her. Faith indeed sometimes threatened to fail 
her ; and one night especially, after Mrs O^Niell 
and herself had been grievously insulted and me- 
naced, by some vociferating mobbers without 
she sank into a state of heavy depression. Bui 
she lifted up God's word to seek comfort: the 
fourteenth chapter of John's gospel turned up to 
her ; she read it, and all was tranquillity and joy 
as before : " In the world ye shall have tribula- 
tion, but in in me ye shall have peace ; be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the world." This she felt 
was enough — she ^^ thanked God, and took cou- 
rage," and falling on her knees, pillowed her head 
with confiding faith on the bosom of God's love. 

Her general state of mind, was one of joyful 
sadness. Paul described it when he said : " We 
are troubled on every side, yet not distressed ; we 
are perplexed, but not in despair ; persecuted, 
but not forsaken ; cast down, but not destroyed ; 
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<dway8 bearing about in the body, the dyin^ of 
the Lord Jesus, that the life also of Jesus might 
be made manifest ia our body.'' 



CHAP. XV. 



DISCOVERY OF A PLOT. 



Nbarlt two months had still to elapse, be- 
fore Sarah could be legally removed from Mrs. 
C^Niell's. Doherty's patience was exhausted, in 
Waiting for the time when she would be in his 
power. In his impatience, he questioned the ac- 
curacy of Mr. Murphy the lawyer's judgment, as 
to its being illegal to remove her before the en- 
ding of her time of service ; and went to her mis- 
tress, requesting to have her delivered up. He 
Was hypocrite enough to assume an appearance 
of calmness, and pretended a willingness to listen 
to reason. 

Mrs. O'Niell, taking him on his own ground, 
proposed to refer the question to the decision of 
some other man, by whose judgment both parties 
should agree to abide. The proposal was acceded 
to; and Mr. O^Flagherty, a magistrate famous 
for impartialitV) was chosen as judge. He con- 
lescendei to hear the parties, and gave it as his 
opinion, that Sarah being under age, was cer 
ainly at her father's lawful disposal, though the 






agreement with Mrs. O'Neill, put lior entirely iu 
lier power till she should finish the stipulated 
time of service. 

Though Doherty said little till he got home, lie 
was sorely chagrined at this decision, and medi- 
tated how he might outwit it. To wait nearly 
two months more was intolerable. The disgrace 
his daughter had done him, remained unexpiated, 
and lay heavy on liis feelings. It was impossible 
he could have peace of mind, till he atoned for it 
to the church, by inflicting some summary pun- 
ishment on the wicked apostate who caused it 
To fall therefore on some plan.vfor speedily ac- 
complishing his revengeful purposes, was a duty 
he owed both to Popery and his own peace. 

Such were the meditations of Doherty. Nor 
was his daughter on her part without her anx- 
ieties. She had thought of engaging herself be- 
yond her present term of service, to Mrs. O'Neill 
or some other, and thus keep herself from falling 
into his hands. But the decision of Mr. O' Flas- 
her ty, that, being under age, she was at her fa* 
ther's disposal, put an extinguisher on her scheme. 
Her forebodings were sad, in the prospect of be- 
ing at the mercy of a parent who had already 
used her so cruelly. His having imprisoned her 
in the garret, and his threatenings since her ex- 
communication, of still severer doings, when ho 
should be her master, put her faith tryingly to 
the test. Was it her duty to submit tamely to 
his unprincipled wrath, if she could avoid it 1 It 
was not. " If they persecute you in one city," 
she read, ^^ flee to another." Jiut how could she 
escape him 1 And many were the answers, which 
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and the widow invented to the question. It 
ipied their most serious thoughts, was a sub- 

of their conversation, and found a place in 
r prayers, during a succession of days. 
Lt the end of a week, they had cause to speed 
r deliberations, and come promptly to a de- 
an. Sarah's sister, Sophia, who was not such 
gid Catholic as her father, had been awakened 
omewhat of humane feeling, by the heartless 
(cities her parent meditated ; slipped late one 
bt into Mrs. O'NeilFs, so disguised as to pre- 
t her being identified by any who might see 

on her way. She went to exhort Sarah to 
. A plot she told her, had been planned, and 
the most villanous nature, for bringing down 
n her, she knew not what evils. She had 
ely overheard it whispered ; but she had heard 
uffh, to know that it was matured, and to fear 
b its consequences might be dreadful. 
Vhat this plot was, Sophia could not fully tell. 

had heard merely its outlines. She knew not 
its particulars. It was contrived, it seems, by 
fatner ; and was to be executed by the aid of 
le of his ruthless companions, but chiefly by 
iself, and his married aaughter Matty, who re- 
sd at Tralee. The arrangement was, that, un- 

false pretences, Sarah was by some means 
)e wilea out of Mrs. O'Neill's house after dusk ; 
t three or four men were to be in waiting to 
e her, and forcibly to convey her to one of 
:r houses, situated in a retired corner of the 
jhbourhood, and that there she was to be de- 
led till carried off under night, by a hired con- 
ance to her married sister's. Every thiti^was 
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to be done with secrecy, and so as to prevent lier 
mistress, and all her fellow heretics, iVom di8cove^ 
ing whither she had eone. 

What was to be done with Sarah when with 
her sister at Tralee, Sophia could not tell She 
only heard of close confinement, and being treated 
like a felon. Matty, full of her father's spirit, and I 
in every disposition his second self, had agreed 
to imprison her, and practise on her some un- 
named cruelty. Doherty was to follow and as* 
sist. But of what the details were of the medi- 
tated mischief, Sophia was ignorant She only 
feared the worst. 

This was an astounding disclosure, and threw ' 
Sarah into momentary confusion. It was but mo- 
mentary however. She had a " very present help 
in the time of trouble," and he would be her ref- 
uge in perplexity. From him she sought direc- 
tion, confident he would with every trial, make a 
way for her escape ; and that he would not suffer 
her to be tried above that she was able to bear. 
All that remained for her, was to discover and 
perform the duty demanded by the existing exi- 
gency, leaving every thing else with God. 

But how to discover that duty, was a question 
which puzzled her. That it was right to elude, 
if possible, the toils of a persecutor, even though 
that persecutor was her father, was plain. Nor 
would it be difficult to defeat the present plot as 
Sophia had explained it. She could keep strictly 
at home, and defy any to allure her from the 
house. The cunning, however, that invented the 
stratagem of decoying her, could invent another 
one, of which she might remain uninformed till 
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the moment of its execution, and wliicli might thus 
make her capture, and the numerous evils it would 
lead to, inevitable. In Mrs. O'NeilFs house, there- 
fore, or even in Cork, she was not safe for an 
hour. The ground was indented with pit-falls, 
and covered with snares. Providence appeared 
to say to her ; " Away from this city, and flee to 
another." 



CHAP. XVI. 



FLIGHT FOR SAFETY. 



The idea of Sarah occured also to Mrs. O'Neill 
Both concluded that there could be safety for the 
poor persecuted girl only in fleeing from Cork ; 
and no time was to be lost. 

Only the next day after Sophia Doherty had 
disclosed the vile schemes of her father, and 
Sarah had determined on leaving the city, Mrs. 
O'Neill left her house to solicit the co-operation 
of some of her confidential friends, in getting her 
protegee disposed of Wonderful are the ways 
of God ! At the moment of her search for a 
suitable place to Sarah, one who had such a 
place in his gift, was in search of a suitable 
person to fill it. 

John Morgan, Esq. of Wexford, had enquired 
in vain for some young woman in his own town 
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of decided piety to take a governess's charge of 
his children. He was at Cork on business, and 
was on the outlook there, for such a person as he 
wanted. Mrs. O'Neill had known him in former 
days. He had been the intimate friend of her 
husband. His piety, like her own, had confined 
his society to the excellent of the eartR. She 
found him at the house of a mutual friend, whither 
she had gone to ask advice in the disposal of 
Sarah. 

Mrs. O'Neill knew Mr. Morgan's character, and 
did not hesitate to tell her story in his hearing. 
The finger of God seemed to be in their meeting. 
She found a protector for Sarah, and he a se^ 
vant, pious and accomplished to his highest 
wishes. 

Mr. Morgan was just the man to be the gua^ 
dian of the poor outcast ; and where could she 
have discovered a better hiding-place than his resi- 
dence ? That very night a letter was dispatched 
to Mrs. Morgan, to prepare her for the reception 
of her governess ; and Sarah parted with many 
tears from her spiritual mother, — ^from the wo- 
man who had been the instrument of eternal good 
to her soul, and the minister of peace to her heart 

It would have been hazardous for Sarah to 
have left Cork in the light of the sun, or by a 
public conveyance. She knew not what spies 
might be lurking around her, whenever s^e 
passed the widow's threshold. None could tell 
but the tools of her father might be ready to kid- 
nap her as soon as she left the house. 

After dusk she walked out in company with two 
tried friends. They walked in the opposite direc* 
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tion of her intended journey, and by a circuitous 
load circled round the outskirts of the city, till 
they arrived at the highway leading to Wexford. 
So many were the enemies of Sarah and such was 
the publicity into which their malice had brought 
her, that she did not feel herself safe till, along 
with her friends, she had reached Yonghal. Here 
she sought accommodation during the night, in 
an inn, and next day proceeded to Wexford by 
the mail. 

To have been thus torn from all that was dear 
to her, by ties of nativity, and kinsmanship, and 
christian love, was no common trial. In spite of 
all their cruelties she had a warm affection for her 
parents. Their sins against her, were sins of igno- 
rance and superstitious zeal. The very commis- 
ion of them led her to love and pity them the 
more. Oh ! it was agonising to reflect, that the 
parents who gave her birth, were " treasuring up 
to themselves wrath against the day of wrath, and 
revelation of the righteous judgment of God ;" 
and that she and they might be separated through 
an endless eternity! She had thought their anger 
might subside, and an opportunity be afforded 
her of directing their attention to the glorious 
truths that had yielded peace to herself But 
now she was separated from them ; and separated 
in a way that made it doubtful whether she might 
ever again see them in the flesh. 

Her attachments to Cork were strong. — 
Though her name had been sung out as the watch- 
word of malicious merriment in its streets, her 
affections were entwined with it by all the associ- 
ations of childhood, and with all the tender- 
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ness of a woman's heart. Only ten days of her life 
had she been out of it ; and it was the scene of tbe 
most blessed event of a redeemed sinner's life,—* 
the scene of her deliverance from guilt and con- 
demnation. In Cork she. was twice born. And 
there too, she had formed endearing connexions 
with a little flock of the Saviour. No wonder 
then that she left it with sadness, and felt as if she 
were going into exile. 

One of Sarah's first acts, after arriving at 
Wexford, was to write to her mother. It was 
agreed, that no notice should be given of her de- 
parture from Mrs. O'Neill's, till she gave it hersel£ 
Her letter was without date or superscription; 
and was so framed, as to withhold even a hint as 
to whether she was still in Cork or had left it 
She sent it to the care of Mrs. O'Neill, requesting 
it to be transmitted through the Cork post-office; 
and desiring a small parcel that accompanied it, 
to be delivered by some trusty person, wno would 
answer no questions, and who should be kopt ig- 
norant of the quarter it came from. 

When the letter was handed in by the post-boy, 
old Doherty, recognising the hand-writing, opened 
it with curses and expressions of wonder. But 
his anger became wild, when he read the first two 
or three paragraphs. He swore he would never 
receive another, though the postman should bring 
a thousand ; and would have destroyed it, had 
not his wife plucked it out of his hands. Her 
curiosity made her anxious to know with what 
subjects Sarah had managed to make it so long; 
and as soon as she found herself alone, she took 
it up and read : 
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" My dear mother, — I drop you this to say, 
that I have now left Mrs. O'NeiU's. I have 
thought it my duty to place myself in a concealed 
situation, so that I may not be annoyed in the 
way that I have been for several weeks past. It 
will be kept a secret as to where I am ; and I 
hope no trouble will be given to my old mistress, 
as she has no connexion with me whatever. 

" You cannot think, my dear mother, how 
much it grieves me to be thus compelled to put 
myself beyond your reach and knowledge. Be 
assured it springs from no ill-will or want of af- 
fection. I love you, and my dear father, and 
my sisters and brother, even more than I ever 
did in my life. What pains me is, that such 
views are taken of my late conduct, as compel 
me to be separated from you, and to seek a place 
of refuge among strangers. But I most fervently 
pray, that the day may yet arrive, when I shall 
have leave to approach your house in peace, and 
when more than our former happiness will exist, 
in our living together. 

" Through the kindness of a few friends, who 
have been very liberal in their gifts, I have more 
money and articles of clothing than I have any 
use for at present. You will not, I hope, take it 
ill, that I send 'you a few articles for the use of 
yourself and my dear sisters. They will be sent 
you in a parcel, and may keep you in remem- 
brance of poor Sarah, who is now an out-cast from 
her father's house, and may perhaps never see 
some of you again in the body. 

" O, my dear mother, do not be offended with 
me, if, in the fulness of a sad heart, I say a word 



to you lespecting your prospect and mine fyt 
eternity, it is awfully painml for me to reflect, 
tbat, under the possibility of never more seeing 
you in the world; there should be a probability 
of our being separated for ever. 

" You think, my dear mother, that I have 
ruined my soul, by leaving the communion of the 
church of Rome. But surely if you were to think 
of how strongly attached I was to that church 
once, and what severe trials I have to endure 
for the sake of the opinions I now hold, yon 
would see that the considerations could not have 
been light, which led me to the step I have taken. 
The truth is, that I ventured to read the word of 
God, and that blessed book made such terrible 
discoveries to me, of my sinfulness of heart, and 
danger of everlasting condemnation that I could 
see no way of escape from eternal ruin, but by 
the simple blood of the Lord Jesus Christ. Never, 
never, did I dream, before reading that holy book, 
that, as itself testifies, ''my heart is deceitful 
above all things, and desperately wicked." And 
when I felt this awful truth, it was in vain that I 
did penance, and confessed, and received absolu- 
tion ; these things had no power to give rest to 
my bleeding heart and troubled conscience. 
Dreadful fears foreboded that I was for ever un- 
done, unless I found some other way of salvation, 
than the one I had been accustomed to trust 
And a better way — a glorious way, was pointed 
out to me in the word of God. It said to me, 
" There is one God, and one Mediator between 
God and man, the man Christ Jesus ;" " Nei- 
ther is there salvation in any other ; for there is 



BSM Other name tinder heaven giren among 
Mm, whereby we must be saved ;" By grace are 
ve saved throngh faith, and that not of yourselves, 
It i» the gift of God : not of works, lest any man 
should boast \ for we are his workmanship, created ' 
in Christ Jesus unto good works, which God had 
before ordained that we should walk in them ;" 
" Not by works of righteousness which we have 
done, but according to his mercy he saved us, 
by the washing of regeneration and renewing oi 
the Holy Ghost, which he shed on us abundantly^ 
through Jesus Christ our Lord." 

" It was by thinking over such sayings as these, 
that I saw the folly of trusting in any thing 
ereated, for pardon of sin, or for procuring me 
the favour of the great and holy God. The Ix)rd 
Jesus Christ, directly worshipped and trusted in, 
as the only foundation of hope, appeared to me 
the only real author of salvation from guilt and 
misery. I therefore put away from me every 
other dependence, ana now make him my only 
trust This gives me peace and good hope 
through grace ; and it is for this I now suffer so 
much reproach. O mother, if you knew the hal- 
lowed joy I have in determining to know '' nothing 
but Jesus Christ and him crucified," I am sure 
you would enjoy my happiness. I see myself as 
the most worthless and sinful of creatures ; and 
yet, in love to Christ, and faith in his blood, I 
have a peace that passes understanding. My 
rightousness seems all as filthy rags, and I am not 
able to do any thing good myself, which I believe 
to be acceptaole to God for its own sake ; yet the 
glorious and perfect righteousness of my Lord.^cov* 
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ers all my deformities, and makes Jehovali 
on my soul. The Lord Jesus is every thing i 
heart. '' He is made of God to them that be 
wisdom, and righteousness, and sanctificatioi 
redemption." He will purify my heart I 
blood, and save me by his atoning sacrifice 
condemnation, and keep me by his power 
kingdom and glory. O mother, what a Savi 
have found ! And if you knew the views < 
dying love, and redeeming mercy, God in hi 
grace has given to your poor Sarah, you wc 
am confident, join me in praising his blessed : 
and cease to think it strange, that I can no 1 

I i see it right to entrust my salvation to a f 

: 'i \ mortal, or to build my hopes on such a t 

,' foundation as penances and good works. 

" You see then it was the danger of my | 
soul, that led me to seek salvation in the wi 
plained to me in the word of God. And 
dear mother, may not your soul be in as g 
danger as that in which I was made to see 
to be ? There was a time, you know, w! 
thought myself in the safest and best state 
ble, and when the priest and all of you coni 
me in my opinion. But by reading Jehc 
holy word, I found myself perfectly mistak 
discovered that I was '' poor, and wretches 
miserable, and blind, and naked, and need 
all things." Now, may you not be under t 
fluence of a like dreadfully mistaken nc 
" Man looketh to the outward appearance, b 
Lord looketh to the heart ;" and he has dec 
that " the imaginations of man's heart are 
evil continually ;" that " the whole head if 
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tnd the whole heart faint ;" that " our iniquities 
like the wind have carried us away ;" that " every 
mouth is stopped, and the whole world become 
guilty before God ;" and that " except a man be 
bom again, he cannot see the kingdom of heaven." 
These, my dear mother, are solemn sayings, and 
if rightly considered, may perhaps convince you, 
as they convinced me, that there is something far, 
far more guilty and depraved about man, than he 
Usually conceives. 

"And since the Searcher of hearts has told 
such a humbling tale of man's character and state, 
O ! it cannot be that penances, or good works, or 
a priest's absolution can save him. No, my dear 
mother, the Bible says, " none can forgive sins 
but God ;" and it declares, that " by the deeds of 
the law, shall no flesh living be justified." It is 
Hot with a mortal like ourselves we have to do 
in the affairs of our souls ; it is with the great 
God himself The priest will not be your judge, 
nor can he screen you from " the wratn that shall 
be revealed from heaven, against all who unright- 
eously shut out the truth." No, no, every one 
of us must give an account of himself to God." 

" Our sins too are so great, as to make it im- 
possible for even the Pope to remove them. 
Nothing but the blood of Christ can " springe 
the heart from an evil conscience ;" and that blood 
can be applied only by the Holy Spirit. This 
great truth I have learned from the Bible ; and I 
could quote many passages to prove it. May 
you not then, my dear mother, be sadly deceiv- 
ing yourself, by seeking salvation from creatures, 
when you can obtain it only by directly asking 
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it from God, and depending only on the sacrifice 
which. Jesus offered on ithe cross?** 

^' One passage in the Bible spoke powerfully 
to me on this subject. It is. ^^ they have healed 
the hurt of the daughter of my people sUghtly, 
saying, Peace, peace, when there is no peace." 
Such a thing was done by priests in former days; 
and it may be done by them still. 

" The interests of the soul are too important, 
my dear mother, to be trilled with ; for " what shall 
it profit a man, if he should gain the whole world, 
and loose his own soul ; or what will a man give 
in exchange for his soul ?" I beseech, I entreat 
you, my dear, dear mother, do not, Oh do not ex- 
pose yourself to the risk of everlasting ruin, by 
neglecting truths Jehovah has revealed ; and by 
entrusting your eternal all to a man who may, 
and who I believe does, deceive you. Venture 
to read the Bible for yourself. It was given by 
the God of love, to direct poor lost sinners into 
the way of life ; and surely, therefore, may be 
read. Christ himself says to all, " Search the 
Scriptures ; for in them ye think ye have eternal 
life, and they are they that testify of me." You 
hence brake his commandment, if you do not read 
them ; and you also practically despise that blessed 
book in which you may " find eternsd life." 
Though the priest forbids you, yet you see God 
commands you to read it. Whether then will you 
obey man or God, — Mr. Flanagan or the Lord 
Jesus Christ? 

" My dear mother, I have written yon a loM 
letter, and may perhaps have both wearied anc 
offended you. But having obtained mercy my 
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self, I could, I think, write volumes, if I thought 
they would lead you to seek it also. I know, and 
tremble to know, that you are seeking salvation 
^here the word of God declares you cannot find it. 
And the idea of your remaining deceived, till 
death and judgment convince you 6f your mis- 
take, is piercing to my heart. My beloved mother, 
do, I implore you, as on my bended knees I im- 
plore you, do solemnly reflect on these important 
truths I have hinted at ; reflect on your being, 
like all our race, condemned and wholly polluted 
hy nature, and on the impossibility of your being 
saved by the absolution of a priest, by penances, 
by your own works, or by any thing but the free 
mercy of God, bestowed on those who trust only 
in the atoning blood of Christ for salvation. 

"The same things I have written to you, I 
could wish to write also to my father, and to Sam, 
and Sophia. But you will perhaps shew them 
this letter, which will do for all. 

" My heart's desiie and prayer for you all is, 
that you may be saved. I have great heaviness 
and sorrow in my heart, when I think of your 
being kept ignorant of the glorious and saving 
truths the God of mercy has revealed in his holy 
word. Again, I entreat you, as you value your 
everlasting peace, read that word for yourself 
It will shew you the things that will astonish 
you ; and it is "able to make you wise to salva- 
tion, through faith that is in Christ Jesus." 

I have watered this letter with tears, and will 
fpllow it with fervent prayers, that God, in his 
great mercy, may make it useful in leading you 
to think of your real state in his sight. And now^ 
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with a sorrowful heart, I must Lid you a 
You know not where I am, and cannot writ 
a reply. But I will not, I cannot forget 
Boon I will send you another letter throug! 
post-office. And may the adorable Jesus, i 
rich and sovereign grace, lead you to himself 
reveal his mercy in the same blessed mann 
you, that he has done to your very affecti( 
daughter, 

"Sarah Doherty." 



CHAP. XVII. 



A STRANGER AMONG STRANGERS. 

In the letter from Mr. Morgan to his lady, m 
preceded and introduced Sarah, there was a si 
of her history. This procured for her the i 
sympathy, and deeply interested feelings of 
Morgan. She was of the same spirit, an< 
many points, of the same character as 
O' NeilL In her, Sarah found a second mol 
a superior who had all the condescension 
kindness of an equal, and one who esteemed i 
privilege to comfort the poor out-cast. 

Under her roof, Sarah spent days of env 
happiness. Every facility was afforded he 
growth in knowledge, and the practice of p 
and a cheerful permission was given her, t< 
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iloy as mncli time as slie cliose in private studies 
f ner own ; and in performing acts of mercy to 
he poor. She had the unrestricted use of a li* 
trary of practical divinity, well stocked, and se- 
ected with admirable taste and judgment This 
?as an exuberant garden, from which she culled 
nany a flower, and gathered the choicest fruits. 
Fhe writings of Howe and Flavel, Baxter, Am- 
brose and Owen, Romaine, Hervey, Pascal and 
Newton, Cecil, Doddridge, and many others of a 
similar spirit, formed a daily repast to her souL 
At least one sixth of her time was spent in read- 
ing ; and in five or six months after iier going to 
Wexford, she had an extensive acquaintance with 
tbe minute views, and more extended ramifications 
of divine truth, as expounded by the best of mo* 
dems in the various orthodox communion& 

Sarah's religion did not, like that of many who 
kave exchanged Catholicity for Protestantism as- 
mme a controversial character ; it was contem- 
plative and devout, experimental, practical, and 
tender ; it was the religion, not of the drawing 
room, but closet ; not a religion of talk, but of im- 
lassioned thought, and chastened feeline. She 
tared not, as many do, to know the peculiar and 
listinguishing tenets of various christian denomi- 
lations ; and still less was she willing to break a 
ance with any followers of the Lamb, who, in 
pite of minor differences, hold the same funda- 
aental doctrines as herself. She saw no profit in 
lisputation, but much in talking of the love and 
ttonement of Immanuel ; none in reading the fiery 
[abates of angry divines ; but much in perusing 
oeh admirable works a% l^«i9loi!^%^\!ii^^>sse^^ 

9 
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the depravity of the heart, and lead the wjA 
into a minute knowledge of the induence of 
truth. 

Sarah compared all she read with t/tie word of 
God, and combined it with fervent pr«xy<jr. Sb« 
had had enough of pinning her faith to ^lie sleert 
of others, and resolved to be like the iry a if liewa 
searching the scriptures daily, to d/u Troetflei 
things were as christian writers stateu. J^«or wat 
she a slave to mere fixed seasons of de r j . «on. Sli< 
offered indeed her morning and eyevifji^ supplica 
tions, but esteemed it a privilege to ^o often da 
ring the day to ^ throne of grace. Prayer sin 
felt to be the christian's vital breath, the chris 
tian's native air ; and she breathed it, and live( 
in it as an element. 

The value she set on the word of God was su 
preme. Every thing she reckoned worthless, com 
pared with a clear knowledge of its pages. Sh 
placed upon it a higher value far, than the mos 
of christians ; and to this she had probably bee 
led by the circumstances of her history. It wa 
the man of her council. She not only consultec 
but studied it — studied it with anxious care an 
intense interest, and a praying heart. To aid he 
in understanding and digesting it, she ruled off 
large manuscript, assigning certain spaces to th 
various promises, precepts, facts, doctrines, an 
threatenings it contains. With this before he 
she read it directly through, apportioning a ne* 
space for every fresh doctrine which occurre( 
and inserting in it the various additional re 
erences to the subject which attracted her attec 
tion as she proceeded. 
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This was an improving exercise. It was a 
classification of the truths of God for the pur- 
poses of piety, and, by her own hand, brought 
into one view all the portions that mention the 
respective subjects of inspiration. She hence rose 
from the task, more intimately acquainted with 
Scriptures than if she had simply read them a 
succession of times, and more in the spirit of ask- 
ing the import of their language, of enquiring 
into the precise purpose served by each clause, 
in the revelation. 

By employments like these, — prayer, and read- 
ing, and study, — Sarah grew rapidly in moral 
stature. Her improvement in heart kept pace 
with her improvement in mind, and became daily 
more apparent to her excellent mistress. Its effect 
upon her, and upon the whole of the little knot 
of Christians with whom Sarah associated, was 
highly inspiriting. Piety is infectious. " As iron 
sharpeneth iron, so doth the countenance of a man 
his friend," is a maxim which appears most bright- 
ly in the high, though unconscious influence one 
fervently devoted believer has upon the few fellow 
Christians with whom he mingles. It was so in 
the case of Sarah and her friends. She made no 
pretensions to superior worth or knowledge ; nor 
aid she ever instruct them even by intentional 
hints, or presume to set herself up before them as 
a pattern of any of the Christian graces. Yet 
there was something in her demeanour so edifying, 
80 spiritual, so much above the tone of common 
Christian character, that all were rebuked by it, 
and insensibly led to seek after higher attain- 
ments for themselves. She' was but a young be- 
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liever ; while they had been discipled for 
yet she was manifestly before them in so 
portant attainments. It was thus that, i 
show, or dictation, or presumption, she was 
par to their fkith and joy, and an instrun 
advancing the glory of the Lord amongst 
mediate followers. 

Sarah tried also to be useful to the worlc 
had, indeed, little substance of her ow 
Mrs. Morgan placed small sums of mone^ 
disposal, to be given away to the poor a 
titute, according to her discretion. Man 
the visits of mercy she paid to the wretch 
rets and hovels of Wexford. Her char^ 
governess was small and easy ; and she ha 
from her mistress to employ a consideral 
; j; tion of her time in works of benevolence. 

She was so humble and unassuming, tha 
one loved her. Her visits were always we 
by the poor ; and her instructions listened 
fixed attention and respect. To aid hei 
efforts to impress the mind with truth, s 
] chased copies of the lesser works on pract 

vinity, and small volumes containing a i 
of religious tracts, bound up together ; an 
she left at the different houses she enter< 
stituting others for them at her next call, 
quiring from the inmates a general staten 
their contents. In this way she at once 
tained whether they had been read, had m 
provided for a profitable conversation, a 
powerfully assisted in her endeavours to I 
thoughts of the careless to a feeling consid 
oF the Gospel. 
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What good she accomplished by such simple 
means will not be fully known till the great cfay 
of accounts. Yet, for her encouragement, visible 
instances of it occurred. More than one person 
was turned from the error of their ways to the 
wisdom and obedience of the just. She saw the 
blind led in a way they knew not, and in 
paths they had not trod. Several rose up to bless 
W as the messenger of peace to their souls. And 
iK)t a few, who continuea in apparent impenitence, 
were awed by her consistency into a respect for 
W character, and a veneration of her principles. 



CHAP. XVIII. 



A NARROW ESCAPE. 



To avoid her being discovered, the friends of 
Sarah had advised her, on going to Wexford, to 
ftssume a fictitious name. There she was known 
only by the name of Miss Hawkins. Her his- 
tory, with the exception of the general facts that 
she was once a Papist and had but recently been 
converted, was revealed to none but Mr. and Mrs. 
Morgan. Acting the part of her protectors, they 
thought it their sacred duty to do every thing 
for keeping her from the knowledge of her bar- 
barous father and his associates. Sarah had 
lived nearly a year in peace, and in concealment 
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from her parents. Daring that period, she wi 
them many letters, similar in spirit to the fi 
and more than once accompanied with prese 
The letters, bearing the CorK post-mark, indu 
them to think that she was concealed in some ] 
of the city. Her father's virulence had been 
ribly roused by the escape of his prey ; and 
was determined to leave no stone unturned to 
cover it. The mother's feelings, indeed, and 
sister's, had been mollified ; but his were n 
fierce than at first. He had a spy in almost ei 
corner of Cork, and kept up a system of frail 
espionage for months. Poor Mrs, ONiell 
sadly harassed to reveal the secret, and so 
persecuted for concealing it Enquiries ^ 
made in all quarters to discover the fugitive 
companied with threats of vengeance for the 1 
ble she had occasioned her parents. 

One day, when Sarah was in the kitchen, 
heard, to her amazement, ' her awn history 
rated by one of Mrs. Morgan's servants, 
girl had learned it in a way that alarmed 
She had been at market, and had heard it i 
the lips of Sam 13oherty. '^ He is a young m 
said the servant, " and very rough m his w< 
He told how his sister had become an aposi 
how she was deluded by a Methodist misti 
and how she had run away from Cork, anc 
several months her parents did not know w 
she was ; but a Papist woman of Cork, who 
over the country as a wandering merchant, 
been in Wexford, and seen her, and went 1; 
and told her father that she lived somewhe: 
this town. The lad was very angry aboui 
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sitttr, and promised a reward to any one who 
could tell kim where she lived. The shop was 
full of people ; and every one was asking what 
die was like, and what kind of clothes she wore, 
and a great many other questions. The reward 
seemed to tickle them, and make them anxious to 
find out if they knew her. He told them a great 
iBiny things about her, and described her appear- 
ance and way of walking ; and talked of her so, 
thtt— turning to Sarah — " I really would almost 
have thought. Miss Hawkins, if you had not had 
a di£ferent name, that you yourself were the 
penon." 

The girl had hardly concluded, when ai knock 
was heard at the door, which Sarah, in her mo- 
nkentary agitation, feared might be given by her 
brother ; and she was not mistaken. Some worth- 
less creature had been as sagacious as Mrs. Mor- 
ean's servant — had identified Miss Hawkins with 
Hie description Sam gave of Sarah Doherty — and, 
for the sake of a petty reward, had betrayed her 
letieat to her persecutors. 

On the door being opened, Sarah fled up stairs, 
and Sam desired to see Mrs. Morgan. Sarah had 
heard and recognised his voice ; and running to 
Mrs. Morgan, wnen she was called to go down to 
bim, she earnestly asked what she should do. 
"Flee," she replied, "to Mrs. Mulligan's; go 
through the garden ; lose not a moment ; I will 
find an excuse ; and as soon as I get him away, 
I will see you, and get you safely disposed of. 
Keep your mind easy ; perhaps he has come to 
seek a reconciliation. Away, and remain at 
Mia MuUigan's tiU I call" 
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On Sam's introducing Iiimself to Mn. Morgan, 
he was all civility. He understood, lie said, thai 
Miss Hawkins was the governess of her ohiklien, 
and requested to see her. " She is not now in tlie 
house, replied Mrs. Morgan, " and I know nol 
when she may return." " Was there no way," 
he asked, '^ in which he might see her. He had 
travelled far, and required soon to leave the town 
so that it would be a favour if she could be senl 
for, or he be informed where she was, that 1m 
might call on her." There was no way, Mn 
Morgan told him, in which he could see her, ft 
she was not in the house, and was placed in sue] 
circumstances, that she could not be seen. 

Sam bit his lips at finding, as he supposed 
that he was suspected, and theit in spite of hi 
near approach to Sarah, she might escape. H 
demanded of Mrs. Morgan to say, whether Mil 
Hawkins' true name was not Sarah Dohert} 
and to declare whether she did not know her t 
be a run-a-way from her father : — ^interrogatori( 
neither of which she could of course answer i 
the negative. But, reluctantly compelled to a< 
knowledge the real name of her governess, si 
attempted to plead her cause, and to rebuke tl 
unhallowed feelings with which her relatives r 
garded her. 

To listen to expostulation or argument, wt 
too much for Sam's excited feelings. He woul 
hear nothing but a direct answer to the questio: 
Where was she ? And when Mrs. Morgan wou! 
not give it, he threatened with terrible oaths, eve 
to fire the house, if she were not delivered up i 
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md swore he would not leave the room till 
satisfaction. 

rtunately happened that Mr. Morgan re- 
r from an excursion to the country, just 
itered. He heard the story under an ad' 
) suppression of the feelings it created, and 
tered Sam with his own weapons of terror 
tnace. Answering " the fool according to 
y," he soon lowered his tone. Sam reaaily 
3 accommodation, and left the house, con- 
to see Sarah there next day, if she should 

in his hasty zeal, he had discovered too 
3f what his intentions were, to reconcile 
her employers or herself to the idea of 
» him. She saw it indispensabJfe that she 
leave Wexford, as she had left Cork, and 
asvlum in some other part of th» country. 
)re:an had a sister in the neighbourhood of 
lillen, in the county Fermanagh, and 
he resolved to send her ; while Mrs. Mor- 
nt to Mrs. Mulligan's, to inform Sarah of 
ad passed, and of the new hiding place her 
d had suggested for her. He wrote and 
hed a letter to his sister, Mrs. O'Brien, to 
her of the liberty he was taking, in com- 
ic: the governess of his children to her 
lity, bego:ing that she would afford her 
lodation for a week or two ; and earnestly 
ing that she would let her be known by the 
nly of Miss Robison, and keep inviolate 
h of her real name and nativity. 
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CHAP. XIX. 



NEW CHANGES. 



Next day, Sam called to know if SaraK had 
returned to Mr. Morgan's ; but he was informed 4 
to his mdrtiircation, that she had departed from 
Wexford that morning, and had left the place to 
which she had gone a secret He demanded of 
Mr. Morgan whether he knew the direction of her 
flight, and if he did, to declare it. But Mr. Mor- 
gan answered his question with another, as daunt- 
ing to Sam as it was decided in himself: " Did 
he suppose him such a villain, as to be capable 
of betraying a poor defenceless girl to persecu- 
tors, who, for any thing he knew, thirsted for her 
blood ?" 

The purposes of Sam and his father were dia- 
bolical. Had they succeeded in getting posses- 
sion of Sarah, they might have done what would 
have cost them transportation for life. It was 
merciful for them, as well for herself, that she was 
kept out of their hands. What they intended to 
do with her, none except themselves fully knew: 
but judging from their threats, and from the kind 
of preparations it was ascertained they had made 
for her reception at home, their intentions must 
at least have been shockingly barbarous. 

But their intended victim was now beyond 
their reach, and was safely housed under the 
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friendly roof of Mrs. O'Brien. This lady was 
a widow, and possessed extensive property. 
Through the influence of her brother her atten- 
tion had been partially turned to the great truths 
of Christianity. She had long been called a 
Chi*istian, but notwithstanding, lived in ignorance 
of God. Belonging to the established church of 
Ireland, it was not her privilege to have for her 
minister one of those decidedly pious and zealous 
devoted men who in late years have sprung up 
in such numbers, as ornaments and useful pastors 
of that church. Her thoughts were but beginning 
to assume a serious cast at the time of Sarah's 
being sent to her; and hence, from the warm 
recommendations her brother gave of the excel- 
lence of that persecuted youth's Christianity, she 
was disposed to regard her as one sent by Jehovah 
to explain to her more perfectly the way of life. 

And she was not disappointed. Sarah's hum- 
ble, devotional, amiable, and spiritual deportment 
her intimate acquaintance with the doctrines and 
moral influence of the Grospel, and the clear and 
consistent way in which she stated divine truth, 
in answer to questions that were put to her, gain- 
ed her, in the course of a day or two, Mrs. 
O'Brien's warmest esteem, and made her resolve 
to detain Sarah as her companion in solitude, and 
her instructress in the things of God. 

Only ten days had passed away, when Sarah 
was engaged by Mrs. O'Brien to remain with 
her under the character of house-keeper. No 
time was fixed for the engagement; it was sim- 
ply understood by both parties, as extending to 
Bo long a time as they should view each other 
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I 
in the same light of mutaal endearment u at 
present. 

Sarah's time was now almost wholly at her oWQ 
disposal; for the office which she filled, was 
merely nominal; as house-keeper, she had flo 
duties to perform, no charge to take ; these wer6 
managed oy the real house-keeper, a pious woman 
also, Miss O'Leary, who was named the assistant 
and subordinate of Sarah. Miss Robison, as Sa- 
rah was now called, was provided with sufficient 
means by both Mrs. O'Brien and Mrs. Morgan, 
for carrying on works of benevolence to the poor ; 
and her time being entirely her own, she felt it 
both her duty and her privilege to spend whateyei 
portions of it were not required by Mrs. O'Brien 
and her own private studies, in prosecuting the 
moral and temporal welfare of others. 

After having visited the cabins around, and 
set on foot the same system of instruction, with 
the help of small religious publications, that she 
had acted on in Wexford, her first step was to 
attempt the establishment of two schools, one on 
two evenings during the week, for teaching the 
common branches of education, and another on 
Sabbath, for imparting the knowledge of divine 
truth to children and the ignorant. In both 
parts of the attempt, she succeeded beyond her 
most sanguine expectations. On the evenings 
of Tuesday and Friday, she had in attendance 
about twenty boys and thirty girls ; and on Sab* 
bath, more than eighty of the two sexes assembled, 
besides a number of old people, who, from feel- 
ings of deep interest in her undertakings, went 
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to lislen for their own profit, to the instructions 
given to the young. 

Many men and woman around Chelmondley 
Park, the residence of Mrs. O'Brien, were unable 
to r^d ; and to these Sarah paid a warm and 
persevering attention. She had ten or a dozen 
nouses, at each of which she assembled from three 
to six of these poor people, and at different hours 
taught them to read as well as to understand, 
God's holy word. The money entrusted to her 
by Mrs. Morgan and Mrs. O'Brien, she spent in 
purchasing Bibles and tracts for the ignorant, 
and in alleviating the distresses of the afflicted. 
Like her divine Master, " she went about con- 
tinually doing good." Her days were wholly 
spent in religious exercises, and in promoting the 
Well-being of her species. 

One of the first fruits of her success appeared 
Jn Mrs. O'Brien herself When Sarah went to 
her, she may be said to have seen " men as trees 
Walking ;" her views of the gospel having been 
exceedingly indistinct ; but in the course of two 
or three months, she beheld the way of life with 
tolerable clearness, and fully comprehended God's 
Mray of justifying sinners. Her devout feelings 
increased with her knowledge. As she advanced 
in perception of the Saviour's work and glory, 
her heart was animated and constrained by his 
love. Like her unassuming instructress, she no 
sooner " tasted that the Lord is gracious" herself, 
than she wished to be useful to the souls of others. 
Sarah's efforts in behalf of the poor, cheered and 
excited her ; and when she looked at their happy 
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tendency and effects, she felt impelled 
do likewise." 

The Rev. Mr. Fortescue, the rector 
ish, was a dull, dry moralist, totally i 
the distinguishing truths of Christie 
violent enemy of all whom he chose 
thusiasts." He regarded the doctrii 
thorough depravity as a wicked in 
alarm people of weak nerves; and 
belief, that all who did not specially 
Christ would be eternally lost, as a b 
libel upon the infinite mercy of Goc 
I i he supposed necessary to salvation v 

i;| I called ^* a sincere repentance;" and : 

accompanied with alms-giving, he 
would raise a man to the highest g 
heavenly world. As to the atonemec 
the agency of the Holy Spirit upo: 
justification by faith, the doctrine of 
and other tenets of a similar nature, he 
and abhorred them, as the impious ii 
the black-hearted Calvin. In his own ( 
indeed, he was moderately amiable ; bi 
Calvinism or " enthusiasm" crossed ] 
so soured and fretted him, as to mal^ 
pany for a time eminently disagreeabl 
It was therefore with a jealous and 
eye, that he saw Sarah Doherty lodg 
mondley Park ; and when she comr 
labours amongst the poor, and was jo 
views by Mrs. O'Brien herself, his f 
so violent, that, in spite of endeavours 
it, a breach with the whole family w 
wa^ the consequence. He even so 
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lumself, as to throw out several sarcastic hiiita 
from the pulpit, which every one knew were in- 
tended for Mrs. O'Brien and Miss Robison. 
Both in the pulpit and out of it, he pursued them 
"with the most contemptible spleen, and did every 
thing in his power to hold them up to the odium 
of his parishioners, and to counteract the in- 
fluence of their benevolent labours. 

Of these low and unchristian doings they took 
no notice. Though at best useless, as far as the 
sermon was concerned, — though even painful, — 
they continued for a time to attend the parish 
church on the forenoon of Sabbath, spending the 
other parts of the day in religious exercises at 
home, hearing an evangelical dissenting minister 
in Enniskillen, and performing their labours of 
We in the school for the poor. 

In this way they lived down reproach ; and, 
after the lapse of a few months, were such favour- 
ites in the whole of their neighbourhood, that 
the people seemed to strive who should show them 
most anection and respect. 

A short while after Mrs. O'Brien became Sa- 
rah's coadjutor in labouring amongst the poor, 
both agreed that, in order to be more extensively 
Useful, each should have her own spher^. The 
number of children's schools was therefore doub- 
led I there were now two on the Sabbath, and 
two, or more properly speaking, four, during the 
week, the boys and girls in the latter having been 
separated, and meeting on different evenings. A 
feeling of shame having been overcome, the pooi 
adults who could not read, met as at first, in little 
knots of from three to six, but assembled in two 
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portions, under the management respectively of 
Mrs. O'Brien and Sarah. 

The excitement and interest produced in botk 
young and old, was high and permanent, and thi 
good accomplished, incalculable. The mimben 
who attended the different schools, so greatly in- 
creased, as to be managed with considerable dif- 
ficulty. A new tone was given to the people's 
character and manners. Immoral persons were 
reformed, the ignorant became intelligent, and 
there gradually appeared amongst many, tlie 
evidences of a change of heart 



CHAP. XX. 



▲N OLD FRIEND WITH A NEW FACE. 

Affairs went thus delightfully on, for a period 
of three years. Daring that time the hungering 
that had been created for the bread of life, and 
the want of an evangelical minister in the parish 
church, had induced Mrs. O'Brien to invite an 
old man, who had been the pastor of a dissenting 
congregation, to the chaplaincy of her family. 
She had one of her out-houses fitted up, so as to 
accommodate three or four hundred people ; and 
there, Mr. Macdonald the chaplain preached every 
Sabbath afternoon, and once during the week, to 
fkm peasantry who attended. 
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The doings of Sarah and Mrs. O'Brien were 
lilted over the whole surrounding country, rais- 
g feelings of ridicule and contempt in some, and 
imulating others to similar works of benevolence 
id piety. Amongst the latter was a middle-aged 
an, who had recently become tutor to the boys 
an extensive landed-proprietor, whose residence 
IS about five miles distant from Chelmondley 
irk. This person had heard much of the great 
ings effected by Miss Robison at the park ; and 
ough little skilled as yet in the doctrines of the 
spel, he felt it his duty to follow so noble an 
ample. He commenced ; but met with many 
faculties. And while revolving in his mind, 
ins for overcoming them, he felt an anxious 
sire to see with his own eyes what had been 
ected at Chelmondley, and to get from Miss 
)bison herself, such a detail of how she had 
ted and succeeded, as to guide him in his opera- 
•ns. 

He was a stranger in the country, and except 
his endeavours for the poor, courted excessive 
;irement. He was known to few, and never 
5n at parties. And how to procure an intro- 
ction to the Park, he was at a loss. At last, 
wever, he wrote a letter to Mr. Macdonald 
) chaplain, apologising for his intrusion in 
iting to a stranger, stating the circumstances 
which he was placed, and begging the favour 
his introducing him. 

The letter was shown to Mrs. O'Brien and Sa- 
1. They had no objections tbat this person , 
mid visit them, but rather rejoiced that an 
portunity would be afforded them, of aidine 
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him in the noble work he had begun. An ev* 
ing was fixed for the interview ; and when it 
rived, Mr. Macdonald received him, and, afte] 
few minutes conversation, conducted him to 
parlour. 

When the tutor entered, Mrs. O'Brien's < 
first caueht him ; in a moment he seemed as 
paralyzed — he turned deadly pale, and stood pe 
tied and speechless before her. She was amaz 
and glancing at Sarah, saw her discomposed t 
agitated by strong emotions. 

'^ What, my dear Miss Robison, is the mean 
of this ?" said she, laying her hand on Sara 
shoulder, and gazing on her with a look cf d 
concern. 

" O, my dear Ma'am, I know not. This g 
tleman is Mr. Flanagan the Catholic priest 
Mr. Flanagan," addressing herself to the tui 
and recovering a little composure, " what me; 
this visit ? Did you know of my being he: 
Have you come hither to spy me out ? or hi 
I been rightly informed, that you have renoun* 
the errors of Popery ?'' 

Mr. Flanagan s whole frame was agitated, i 
his voice quivered, while in a sentence or two 
declared himself an apostate, like Sarah hers 
from the church of Rome, — intimated his hum 
belief in those principles of the glorious gospel 
once persecutea and despised, — and expressed 
sudden, but thankful surprise he had felt, 
so unexpectedly meeting the person who 1; 
been the chief instrument, under God of his c 
version. 

~^he strong feelings this disclosure created 
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U, of gratitude, and joy, and astonishment, put 
attention to ceremony for a time out of the ques- 
iion. The old chaplain whose furrowed cheeks 
streamed with tears, reminding the little party 
lOH proper a time it was for prayer, kneeled down, 
9tnd, accompanied with the sobs and the excited 
devotion of all, poured out his soul in impassioned 
thanksgiving to the God of love, for the wonders 
be had wrought, and supplicated with fervour 
the divine blessings, which the little company, 
in circumstances so singular, required. The 
energ}»^ of excitement thus spent itself in the 
praise of redeeming mercy. All felt, as we may 
suppose angels do when they rejoice in the pres- 
8nce of God over repenting sinners. They ador- 
sd divine love on one another's behalf and rose 
f^rom their knees with a feeling that they had 
tasted the beginnings of everlasting fellowship in 
purity, and praise, and joy. 

The most deeply impressed of the little band, 
i^as Mr. Flanagan. He had owed much, and 
herefore loved much. His was a spirit like 
Paul's, when with inimitable tenderness and min- 
gled penitence and adoration, he says, " I was 
)efore a blasphemer, and a persecutor, and injuri- 
)us, but I obtained mercy. Mr. Flanagan had 
pent a succession of years in deluding souls, 
ind had calumniated and persecuted the genuine 
«opIe of the Saviour. The blood of souls had 
>een on his head. Every act he had done as a 
iriest, or rather as a deceiver of men, dropped 
quid fire upon his conscience, when he became 
onvinced of his errors. His busy memory sum- 
loned up before him thousands of deeds that 
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crushed and overwhelmed his spirit. The natu- 
ral susceptibilities of his heart, were sensibly ten- 
der. Hence all the deep humility, and the sombre 
hue of penitence, that marked his character. H< 
ef^eemed himself " less than the least of all saints,' 
and thought that he might justly be cast away 
as " the filth of the earth, and the ofFscouring of 
all things." These were the habitual feelings of 
his mina, and they perhaps contributed as mud 
as his surprise, to produce his stupor and confu 
sion, at the unexpected and sudden meeting wit! 
Sarah Doherty. 

A deep anxiety was felt by all, to know tin 
history of his apostiicy ; and as he cheerfullj 
promised to give it, they went through the publii 
duties of the evening, — attendance at the school 
of the children, — with considerable, though sup 
pressed impatience. 

After the party had returned, and seated them 
selves in the parlour, Mr. Flanagan commencet 
his story. He told it, as we may suppose Pa« 
to have told his before Agrippa, — with a peniteu 
tial tone, and a self-abasement, an aggravatin] 
of his own guilt, and an admiration of the riche 
of divine grace, that might have moved even i 
hardened and impenitent mind. Tears repeatedl] 
trickled over his cheeks ; and when he referred t 
the greatness of the mercy he had obtained, hi 
glistening eye, and the deep expression of hi 
countenance, told that his neart was big witl 
gratitude. 

But the mere facts of his history were few an 
soon told. Sarah Doherty was the chief instm 
ment of his conversion. The speech she spok 
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to him at tlie close of the last interview she had 
"With him, lay like the hand of God upon his 
conscience. He was dumb-struck with it, as we 
liAYe seen, at the moment; and though be sum- 
moned up courage to crush it for a time, and 
called himself a Tool, for having allowed it to 
cause him a minute's uneasiness, it returned upon 
his memory with augmented power. His anger 
was roused, at being the dupe of a weak woman's 
heretical harangue. And the better to enable 
him to banish and despise it, he made Sarah's ex- 
communication as terrible as he could, and urged 
her persecutors to practise on her the greatest 
severities. 

All this only added fuel to the fire that was 
kindled in his bones. His own exertions to over- 
come his impressions, brought the impassioned 
Words of Sarah more vividly and powerfully to 
his recollection. Often in the solitude of the 
night; did his imagination set her before him, say- 
iog^ with the voice as of one commissioned by 
Jehovah, " I solemnly warn you, in the prospect 
of our standing before the judgment seat of Christ, 
and of all our works being tried as by fire, — in 
that solemn prospect, I warn you of the awful 
guilt you incur in deceiving precious souls. 

Alarm and terror thus took hold of his con- 
science. He sought peace in the rites and dogmas 
of his church, but they mocked at his misery, and 
seemed to laugh at nis calamity. He remem- 
bered how Sarah had, in so triumphant a tone, 
spoken of simple trust in the blood of the Lamb, 
as filling the soul with peace passing understand- 
ing ; and how she had traced all her new happi- 
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ness to the instrumentality of the pure t^ 
God. As a mere experiment he read ihi 
for himself — he read it, enquiring for the ^ 
life — and he found rest. That blessed 
which he had known before, as a mere p 
the church's furniture, and a necessary 
dage to her ceremonies, he now discoverei 
spirit and life. Perusing it with a prayer) 
simple— hearted wish to know its delineati 
the way of acceptance with God, it direct 
to Christ as the only, mediator, and mac 
wise to salvation. 

Mr. Flanagan's change was slow but d 
He had trided with his terrors during 
two years, and had reluctantly bowed to t 
pie testimony of Jesus. But no sooner 
clearly discovered the true way of justifi 
than he publicly abjured his errors, and € 
them with tears, and with many entreati 
the poor creatures he had deluded would 
his steps, and " come out from the unclear 
and be separated." 

He had!^ sustained a fiery and dreadful p 
tion. His friends and relations had all ren 
him. To have remained in Cork, wouh 
beeh folly. During upwards of nine mon 
had wandered from place to place, with 
befriend him ; and at last, two months bef 
meeting with Sarah, he had procured a tu 
five miles from Chelmondley Park. 
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CHAP. XXL 



OCCURRENCES AT HOME. 

From the period of Mr. Flanagan's first visit 
to Chelmondley Park, he became the intimate 
friend of the family. His holidays were all spent 
there : and often after the day's labour had been 
finished at home, he went thither to assist in 
the evening's work of christian benevolence, and 
to share m the hallowed fellowship of Mrs. 
O'Brien, Sarah, and Mr. Macdonald. 

He was soon known and beloved by the 
peasantry in the neighbonrhood. The many 
visits he paid them in company with Miss Robi- 
8on, brought him prominently before them, and 
secured him a place in their affections. He was 
a man of deep piety, — even deeper, the poor people 
thought, than Mr. Macdonald, or either of the 
two ladies. In prayer, he was extremely fluent, 
and eminently gifted ; his manner solemnly im- 
pressive, and all he said, full of the richest 
unction. When he prayed with the sick, he 
Was seldom unaccompanied by the tears of those 
whose devotions he led. And in his whole char- 
acter, he became, in two or three weeks, highly 
esteemed in the opinion of all. 

His conversations with Sarah were many. 
To this he was no doubt led, from the singular 
Connections in which they had stood. And 
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though the topics on which they talked, were 
those that are uppermost in the thoughts of 
devout and intelligent christians, their maaent 
interviews, and the warm esteem they haci f« 
each other's characters, not unnaturally led them 
into mutual feelings, more tender than those of 
mere respect They loved each other " for the 
truth's sake;" and it was not wrong that this 
love should have associated with it the gentleness, 
and sweetness, of personal affection. There was 
indeed a disparity in their ages, — a disparity of 
ahout seventeen years ; hut sameness of age, is 
not always necessary, to either the delicacy or 
the happiness of genuine love. 

Mr. Flanagan was a solitary and friendless 
individual, and felt from his experience, "it is 
not good for man to be alone." Such a compan- 
ion as Sarah, so pious, so eminently devoted to 
God, so completely of like-mindedness in every 
thing with himself, would be a help-mate, an ac- 
quisition, a gift almost invaluable. " A prudent 
wife," his Bible told him, " is from the Lord ;" 
and having been emancipated from the thraldom 
of a system which, in the spirit of antichrist, 
" forbids men to marry," he thought it both duty 
and privilege to follow what he conceived to be 
the leadings of providence, in seeking by prayer, 
and otherwise, such a wife as Sarah would no 
doubt make. 

But only three weeks after he had declared 
his affection, and about three months after his 
introduction at the Park, Sarah was called away 
to Cork. 

During two years after her going to the 
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ounty Fermanagh, she had written no letter to 
er parents, afraid of again heing discovered, 
he however got regular accounts of them from 
er old friend Mrs. O'Neill. . With her she kept 
p a constant correspondence. 

When Mr. Flanagan renounced popery, Mrs. 
)'Neill transmitted Sarah a full detail of the 
ircumstances ; and in subsequent letters ex- 
ressed a growing hope that it was likely to pro- 
uce happy effects upon her relatives. Such in- 
illigence was to Sarah's heart, as cold water to a 
lirsty soul. It made her question whether she 
ad not committed sin, in having suspended her 
fforts to lead the attention of her parents to the 
•amb of God, and excited her to commence the 
ime course of letter-writing that she had pur- 
led at Wexford. To " strike the iron while it 

hot," is wise policy in regard to every thing; 
id the bea;un impressions on the minds of those 
ho were dear to her by the ties of nature, seem- 
l to call loudly for any endeavour she could 
ake, to direct, and ripen, and mature them, 
be therefore, from this period, wrote often, but 
nt her letters as before, to the care of Mrs. 
'Neill, to be conveyed through the post-office 
* Cork. 

About nine months after Sarah had begun this 
>rrespondence, she was informed by Mrs. O'Neill, 
lat satisfactory evidence had appeared, of her 
other and Sophia having become changed char- 
iters ; that Sam had also given pleasing signs 
'being "not far from the kingdom of heaven;" 
at old Doherty breathed no longer his former 
arit of wrath ; and that no other feelings were 

11 
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now amongst them towaids "the exile" than 
those of penitent reerot for having used her so 
cruelly, and of a wish to kaojv^ where she wai, 
that they mieht seek a reconciliation. 

On receiving this news, Sarah wrote her pa- 
rents, informing them where she was, forgiving 
them from the heart, for any injuries they had 
done her, expressing prayerful hopes that they 
had heen at last awakened to a sense of their 
ruined state as sinners, and of the necessity of 
fleeing to Christ as the only Saviour ; and inti- 
mated what unspeakable pleasure it would afford 
her, to see them, and talk with them in love. 

The reply to this letter was moving in the 
extreme. It was written by her mother, and the 
ink in many places was so spread, as to leave 
no doubt that it had been watered with tears. 
The pathetic and sorrowful tone of it was too 
much for Sarah. She wished no confessions to 
be made: they only grieved and pained her. 
But this letter was full of them : it said, they 
had so barbarously used her, they could not 
expect she would ever leak on them but with 
contempt. But while it contained such expres- 
sions as this, that were like so many daggers to 
wound the affictionnte and humble heart of Sarah, 
it gave such a view of the writer's state of mind 
towards God and the Savio'4r. as convinced her 
that Mrs. O'Neill's hopes were all accomplished, 
respectino; the conversion of her mother. 

From the time of receiving this letter, Sarah 
anxiously wished to visit Cork. More than once 
she had tixed a remote day for the journey, bat 
Kas led to delay it from one week to another, in 
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the hope that some suitable friend might be found, 
to perform her work in her absence. She was 
desirous of spending several weeks with her 
relatives, when she should go, and felt unwilling 
that, during so long a time, her labours for the 
welfare of the poor should be suspended. No 
substitute, however, could be found ; and she 
was at last called away by intelligence of her mo- * 
therms being alarmingly ill. 

I On her arrival in Cork, the old woman's disease 
had passed the crisis, and she was in a state of 
hopeful convalescence. But the feelings that 
Sarah's appearance created, are not to be de- 
scribed. Her father was no longer the ruthless 
man he had been : — he was gentle, and affection- 
ate, and thoughtful ; and her mother, and Sophia, 
and Sam, haa all apparently been turned to the 
Lord. They had renounced Popery, and were 
living in the humble expectation of being saved, 

I . only by the blood and merits of Immanuel. 

I So great a change in the family could not be 
beheld but with a heaving bosom, and an over- 
flowing heart. What had chiefly contributed to 
effect it, was the public recantation of Father 
Flanagan, and the earnest appeals which he made 
to the people whom, he said, ne had deluded and 
deceived. But no mean aid had been furnished 
by the letters of Sarah, both those she had writ- 
ten from Wexford, so long forgotten and treated 
with disdain, and those she wrote from Chelmond- 
ley Park. 

Every feature of the Dohcrty family was now 
the reverse of what it had been. At beholding 
the change^ n^ christian coxAdi \i%N^ w^v^^«^ 
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claiming, "Lo, what hath God wrought?" It 
amazed the members of the family themselves. 
And when they knelt down from time to time 
around the domestic altar, there wat not in Coik) 
perhaps not in Christendom, a little knot of 
worshippers who more fervently said, " Grace, 
grace, unto it!" "Not unto us, not unto us, 
O Lord, but to thy name be all the glory I" 
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CHAP. XXII. 



OVERTHROW OF HUMAN SCHEMES. 

Though the interests of the poor around Chel- 
mondley Park, required Sarah's speedy return, 
various causes prolonged her stay in Cork. 
While she was there, Mr. Flanagan, prompted 
perhaps by that feeling which makes it vastly 
easier to make a delicate communication by letter, 
than by the living voice, wrote her overtures of 
marriage. In the same sheet that conveyed his 
proposal, he stated what his intentions were, should 
it be accepted. It was his purpose, he said to rent 
a neat house situated two miles from Chelmondley 
Park, in the direction of his employer's residence. 
Living there, he thought it would be easy for her 
to superintend, as before, the poor people and 
children of her charge, while, without much ad- 
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litional trouble, he could continue to discharge 
lis duties to his pupils. 

Mr. Flanagan's proposal was spread before a 
lirone of grace, submitted to the judgment of 
riends, ana accepted. It met the approbation of 
Wrs. O'Brien, Mrs. O'Neill, Mr. and Mrs. Morgan, 
Lnd the relatives of Sarah. All concurred in the 
lighest esteem for Mr. Flanagan's character, and 
liought that the proposed union would at once 
ionduce to the exalted comfort of the parties 
hemselves, and to an indirect means of exten 
uvely promoting the divine glory. 

Mrs. O'Brien, in particular, so befriended the 
scheme, that, in the faith of Sarah continuing, so 
ong as she should be able, to perform her labours 
>f love amongst the peasantry around Chelmond- 
ey Park, she made arrangements for settling on 
tier an annuity of £ 200 Sterling during life. 

The maturing of the plan transpired among 
the people whom Sarah had under her benevolent 
care. When they knew how she was to be sit- 
uated, and that still she should care for them as 
before, their rejoicing and congratulations were 
almost annoying. Mr. Flanagan was such a fa- 
vourite, that they were animated by the idea of 
his being linked down to their soil. 

Arrangements went busily on for the reception 
of Sarah under the name of Mrs. Flanagan. 
Delicacy and prudence kept her in Cork till they 
should be completed. Her future residence was 
rented, and in the course of being furnished. 
Preparations were making amongst the pe^isantry 
for testifying their love to her in her new charac- 
ter, in such a manner as would be coiisUl«iv\. V^^^ 
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her pious feelings, and the principl 
tianity. A day was fixed for Mr. 
meeting her, in company with her a 
Kildare. — the place appointed for tl 
and a clergyman engaged to perfoi 
mony. 

Alfairs were in this attitude, and, o 
afterwards, Mr. Flanagan was to set 
his hride, when a letter, edged and 
the marks of mourning, was laid upon 

" Cork,- 



" My dear friend, — This sheet lil 

scroll, must he written within and ^ 

" I weeping, lamentation, and woe. ( 

Sarah Doherty is no more. She n 

journs with us, but is gone to be wit] 

" I have given you this mournful 
abruptly, that you may at once kno 
of all, and allow the first burst of 
grief to sweep by, before thinking of 
stance of Sarah s death. 

" It may seem as if it were cruel 
informed you of her illness ; but its 
and shortness was the cause of our 
seized her only thirty-six hours befc 
She had had a slight indisposition dui 
two before ; and, in less than an hour f 
of her becoming worse, her illness j 
worst and most alarming appearance 
fever. The disease raged with fea 
but, to the astonishment and thankfi 
did not, as had been feared, produ 
She remained collected to the last, i 
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,^gle, breathed her soul into the hands of 

deemer, at five o'clock this morning. 

11 within six hours of her death, she did 

prehend her disease would be fatal. But, 

;^en o*clock last night, just after her physi- 

a ad seen her, she called her relatives and 

If to the foot of her bed, (warning us, as she 

lone all along, not to approach her head, lest 

ight catch the infection,) and she calmly told 

er conviction that she was speedily going the 

of all the earth, and bade us listen to her 

ig testimony to the love and grace of her glo- 

is Lord. 

'Amidst much exhaustion, and with many 
jathless pauses, she spoke to us nearly fifteen 
nutes, and said things far surpassing what I 
er heard from her, even in her happiest and most 
ivotional moments. She seemed as if she had 
ready seen her Saviour face to face, and had be- 
m to breathe the atmosphere of heaven. What 
le most dwelt on, was tne marvellous grace and 
ch mercy of Immanuel. She magnified her own 
lilt and unworthiness, to magnify the riches of 
vine compassion shewn to her soul; and she ap- 
jared to forget every other subjeict, amidst the 
emingly extatic adoration with which she con- 
mplated the work of redemption. A few fare- 
ell messages were left to her friends, and to your- 
If amongst the rest ; but these were only differ- 
it expressions of the one great subject that was 
^permost in her mind, — they were chiefly en- 
turagements to liv« nearer to the Saviour, and 
surances that, at a dying hour, ho would become 
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unspeakably more prtcions than he could he do* 
ring life. 

** To describe her peace and triumph, is beyoi 
my power. She aftectionately bade us one hj 
one farewell, spoke of our soon meeting where we 
shall never part, and spent her last five hours in 
close and apparently enraptured communion with 
God. We saw her lips moving, and frequently 
observed the smile that played upon her counte- 
nance, brightening itself into an indescribable ex* > 
pression of blissful and triumphant joy. She is 
now with her Lord. Our loss is her unspeakable 
gain ; and we ought not to ^ sorrow as those who 
have no hope.' 

^^ I write amidst great exhaustion of spirits, and 
must be excused for not being more minute. My 
sympathy with you under this mournful affliction, 
is affectionate and tender; but the comfort you 
need, cannot be given by a creature ; you must 
seek it from * the God of all consolation.' Think 
of the language of St Paul on the subject of afflic- 
tion, and it may yield you comfort, and give a 
suitable direction to your feelings : • For this 1 
besought the Lord thrice that it might depart 
from me. And he said unto me. My grace is 
sufficient for thee ; for my strength is made perfect 
in weakness. Most gladly, therefore, will I rather 
glory in my infirmities, that the power of Christ 
may rest upon me. Therefore, I take pleasure 
in infirmities, in reproaches, in necessities, in pe^ 
secutions. in distresses, for Christ sake ; for wnen 
I am weak, then am I strong.' Yours in the 
bonds of the gospel, 

" Mart Jane O'Neill.** 
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